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RCA STEREO 8 TAPE CLUB ae 


Fabulous Savings! Spectacular Get-Acquainted Offer! 


EOBY ARNOLD 
a 


Worth up to 
$49.75 at regular 
Club prices! 

You merely agree to buy 


as few as six more cartridges within a year 
from hundreds to be offered. 


Now Enjoy Great Tapes — at Great Savings! 


NOW .. ... start a library of today’s greatest Stereo 8 hits by 

today’s biggest stars . . . at top sel Choose from such re- 

nowned labels as RCA, Warner Bros.-7 Arts, Reprise, London, 

“ Atlantic, Atco, Mercury—in every music category. Just look at 

CEZaE these exclusive membership benefits: 


* Start savings RIGHT NOW! Choose FIVE tapes for only $6.95 
(worth up to $49.75 based on suggested manufacturers’ list 
prices...optional with dealers), After trial membership, receive 
one tape of equivalent value FREE for every two you buy at 
regular Club price (usually $6.95)—a 3344% average saving! 
+ All tapes guaranteed. The Club’s own Warranty unconditionally 
guarantees you perfect tapes for one year after purchase, re- 
Bardless of label. 

+ Enjoy a charge account! We'll open a “pay later’ account in 
your name; pay after you receive tapes and are enjoying them. 


+ Keep posted! Monthly SOUND TRACK brings news of almost 200 
Stereo 8 releases, featuring a Selection of the Month. If you 
want this tape, do nothing—it will be shipped automatically. If 
you want other tapes, or no tapes, indicate your choice on the 
coupon provided, and return it by the date specified. 


« Send no money! Just choose 5 of the 50 top-label hits shown 
here; we'll bill you $6.95 plus small shipping-service charge 
later. You can cancel membership after accepting six more tapes 


. .. OF keep enjoying savings of one-third for 
years to come with no obligation to buy. Rel 
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MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


MAIL TO: THE RCA STEREO 8 TAPE CLUB, P.O. Box 26888, Lawrence, Indiana 46226 
Yes, please accept my application for trial membership in The RCA Stereo 8 Tape Club, 
and send me the 5 cartridges | have selected for only $6.95 plus small shipping-service 
charge, | understand | need buy as few as six more cartridges within a year to fulfill 
my trial membership, after which I will get one tape of equivalent value FREE for every 
two | buy at regular Club prices. 

MAIL ME THESE 5 CARTRIDGES (indicate by number) 


ae niet: Ecalieemeny Yr 


Tam most interested in the following type of music: (check ane only) 
Popular (Instrumental/Vacal Moods) 
O Country & Western CD Today's Sound (Rock/Soul/Folk) 


Address... 
City & 
State 
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‘APO/FPO addresses write for special offer. 


Visitors to Europe: a chance to join 
London's fabulous new Penthouse Club! Overseas Charter 
Membership for Penthouse readers saving $25 


XANADU IN MAYFAIR The Penthouse club in the heart of London’s 
Mayfair (fully described in Penthouse, October 1969) is now open. 
Floor after floor of luxury-level entertainment awaits you and your 
guests amid settings that can only be described as “Penthouse Style”. 


The Club's unique blend of restaurants, bars, discotheques, gaming and 


dancing guarantees to make your Penthouse key-card the visitor's most 


coveted passport to pleasure. 


PETS A-PLENTY! Scores of fetchingly attired Pets—some of them 
from the pages of Penthouse itself—and all endowed with a lively 
sense of fun, will be in attendance to make your every visit a memorable 
event. Whether dancing, serving food and drinks, introducing new 
members or just chatting with you and your guests, they will lend an air 
of glamor that cannot be equalled anywhere. In the opulent surroundings 
of the casino you can play your favorite games of chance at tables 


controlled by competent young Pets. 


‘ABOVE BOARD’ PRICING POLICY There are no extra admission 


fees, or “hidden charges” on food, drinks or entertainment. 


JOIN NOW AND SAVE $25! Apply for overseas charter membership 
(if you are over 21) and you can save $25—half the normal charge. 
If accepted for membership you will receive one of the elegant Charter 
Member Key Cards, embossed with your name. Complete the applica- 
tion form below and return it as soon as possible, because this Overseas 


Charter Membership offer is of limited duration. 


As a Charter Member you will be automatically entitled to renew your 
membership (providing it does not lapse) at this special charter 


discount. 


Toho Section Committee, The Penthouse Club, c/o Penthouse International 


Please print all details 
Ltd., 110 East 58th Street, New York, N.Y. 10022 | 
11am over 21 years of age and wish to apply for Overseas Charter Membership of tho guLL NAME: I 
Penthouse Club at one-half the normal fee of $50. As a Charter Member, | under- 
stand that all future renewals of my membership will be at one-half the normal fee ] 
and that | will be entitled to full Charter privileges at all future Penthouse Clubs 
planned to be opened. I 
J MARRIED/SINGLE (delete as necessary): AGE: ADDRESS: I 
OCCUPATION: 
INCOME (dollars per annum, nearest 1,000) : I 
DO YOU WISH TO APPLY FOR FREE CREDIT FACILITIES? yes/no I 
J telesed = my check/maneyordr/esh or $28 I 
Note: The Penthouse Club undertakes to return in full the membership fees of anyone 
whose application is unacceptable to the Committee. I 
L’OUR SUBSCRIPTION IS VALID FOR ONE YEAR SIGNED: 4 
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FLAMING DUCK 


Select a large Long Island 
duckling to serve 4 people. 
Salt and pepper, and place 
one-half an orange and a sprig 
of parsley in the cavity. 


) Roast in 
325 degree 
oven for 
2 hours. 
Baste with 
the pan 
juices 
during the 
cooking. 


Place under a medium flame for 
the last 15 to 20 minutes to get 
a good brown crust. 

Put the cooked 
duck on a hot 
platter; garnish 
with orange 
sections. 
Heat % cup 
of Grand 
Marnier slightly, ser 
pour over duck 
and set it aflame Oe 
just as you 
bring it to 
the table. 


For delightful cocktail and gour- 
met recipes, write for our free 
booklet. The complete home 


entertainment cook book, 
The Spirit of Grand Cuisine 
by Soul Krieg, published by 
Macmillan, now at your 
bookstore. 

PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC 


BRANDY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD. 
DEPT, PE-2 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10019 


CENSORSHIP—RUSSIAN STYLE 


le remember reading somewhere that, unlike the 
Wiestatns and schizophrenic standards of Western 

morality, Russian art and Russian films do not require 
censorship. Since there is an eager if not disquieting sin- 
cerity in all Soviet propaganda and since we ourselves are 
necessarily concerned with all matters of freedom, parti- 
cularly in the arts, we decided to investigate. 

The following, which we are told is typical of latter-day 
Russian permissiveness, is a verbatim extract from the 1968 
Soviet classic, The Naked and the Nude. We offer it, not by 
way of comparison to our own free-wheeling underground 
but more in support of this unique and solemn Soviet claim. 

The scene takes place in the bedroom of Toska Tcholudnov. 
She is about to rise when Josef, her tractor-driver lover, 
enters... 

Toska : Josef! 

Josef: Toska! A 
Toska: Josef, what are you doing here ? (she rises, negligee 
slips off shoulder.) 

Josef: My tractor broke down. 

Toska (languidly): But Josef, darling, that is not possible. 
Josef (anxiously eyeing drooping negligée) : | know. | know, 
but the bearings are shot. 

Toska (fumbling with loose shoulder strap): But Josef, 
darling, those bearings were perfect last week—I put them 
in myself. 

Josef (loosening tie): Don't | know—didn’t | watch you? 
Toska: What can we do? 

Josef: Does your husband know, does he know about the 
bearings ? Does he suspect ? 

Toska: | don’t think so. The only thing he worries about is 
filling his potato quota. 

Josef: He’s a noble man, Toska, let's not forget that. Let's 
not forget that he and he alone brought our valley to the 
attention of the Kremlin. 

Toska: Phooey! What do | care about potatoes! Here. sit 
next to me, tell me about the bearings. 

Josef: | can’t... not now. I'm sorry | came. 

Toska : Josef, darling, the bearings—please ? 

Josef: What about Aim—suppose he returns ? 

Toska «He'll never know. How is the gearbox—the rear axle? 
Josef (visibly softening) : The rear axle—you remember the 
rear axle? 

Toska: How could | forget. 

Josef: How could anyone forget a thing like that. | watched 
you work. You did the whole thing in four hours flat. | 
trembled, | died; | thought that he'd discover us any moment. 
Toska: You worry too much, darling. Tell me. shall we work 
on the bearings together—like before, like last week? 
Josef: Darling— 

Toska: You hold the lamp while | replace them. 

Josef: Should we take the chance? 

Toska: Oh, yes, yes! We must. | feel really devilish. | 
haven't worked on a State motor for days and days. 

Josef (retreating suddenly) : But | can’t get Aim out of my 
mind. | keep thinking of him out there filling his quota . . . 
| feel awful, | feel like an enemy of the State . . . | feel like an 
American ! 

Toska: Shh. Don’t say such things. This is life, not potatoes. 
You can't ignore life. 

Josef: But what if he comes back—what if he sees you 
working on my tractor? 

Toska: If he comes—kiss me quickly ! 

Josef: Kiss you— 

Toska: Of course, silly. If he catches you kissing me. he'll 
never suspect what we ve really been up to (Fade out)._B.G. 


HOUSECALL 


Mead Abeel 


Cleaver 


Unlike many a contriver of career 
counsel, the author of our semi- 
sendup, semi-serious piece on 
how to be a tycoon writes from 
personal experience. Shepherd 
Mead retired as vice-president of 
a multimillion dollar New York 
corporation at 41, only to find him- 
self with another success on his 
hands when How to succeed in 
business without really trying 
cleaned upon Broadway. He now 
lives in an all-glass chalet on top 
of a Swiss mountain. periodically 
shuttling round Europe from scuba 
diving grounds to ski slopes. His 
latest novel. Er, or The Brassbound 
Beauty, the Bearded Bicyclist, and 
the Gold-Colored Teenage Grand- 
father, came out last autumn. 
Another contributor with a tycoon 
background is William C. Abeel, 
who wrote the delightful short 
story Sleep quick, sleep fast. A 
former president of the Com- 
mercial Union Life Insurance 
Company of Texas, Abeel traces 
his lineage to Dutch immigrants 


Forbes 


who arrived at the New Amster- 
dam settlement in. 1647. Lately 
married, he lives in an imposing 
and elegantly furnished stucco 
house in San Francisco, the setting 
of his sensitive tale. Other per- 
sonalities in this issue include 
the controversial Eldridge Cleaver 
and the no-less-contentious Dr 
Paul Niehans, the former better 
known for his name than his 
doctrine. and the latter better 
known for his work than his name. 
We hope to do something to right 
the balance in both cases, pub- 
lishing a verbatim exposition by 
Cleaver, and an exclusive inter- 
view with Niehans in which he 
tells of his individual approach to 
cancer prevention. Finally, atten- 
tion of admirers of the Wanda 
illustrations is drawn to another 
contribution by the same artist, 
Brian Forbes, whose curvaceous 
contemporary creations bring zest 
to a medieval graphic gambol of 
his called Knights in Amour. 


Omn 


FORUM 


in Which editors and readers discuss topics arising out of 
Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of 
interest. Letters for publication should carry name and 
address (in capitals, please). though these may be with- 
held by the Editor on request. Send to Penthouse Forum, 
Penthouse International Ltd., 110 East 59th Street, New 
York, N.Y. Correspondents will be asked to confirm 
authorship by signing and returning a verification form. 
Views published are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Consumer report 
Well, today | picked up my first copy of 
Penthouse and was delighted. Penthouse is 
undoubtedly the best magazine | have ever 
read! Penthouse has real class. It caters to the 
man’s interest, clothes. cars, women, fiction 
stories, etc. The pictorials of the women in 
Penthouse are really fantastic. 

Thank you very much for publishing Pent- 
house. It is really a thorough enjoyment reading 
it—Karl Gruber, Karen Isle Dr. Willoughby. 
Ohio. 


Here in Vietnam, the men of our platoon have 
been reading your magazine for the past several 
months and we cannot express how popular it 
has become. Within our unit we have two 
professional photographers and they feel, as 
we all do, that your models and the photo- 
graphic quality of the pictures cannot be 
surpassed and are among the best we have 
ever seen published anywhere. 

In your October issue, we found perhaps the 
most beautiful young lady we have ever had 
the privilege or pleasure of gazing upon. We 
are referring, of course, to Miss Kelly McQueen. 
By unanimous vote we have chosen her as 
“Miss Communication Platoon’. Because of 
her rare and natural beauty, in our eyes she is 
the epitome of pulchritude. 

Our morale, because of our situation, is 
extremely low and Miss McQueen is just the 
right medicine to restore us to our normal, 
red-blooded, American selves.—L.-Cp/. Terry 
Franks, L.-Cpl. David Aho, L.-Cpl. Rick Ferraro, 
Cpl. Drew Noack, H&S Co. Communication 
Platoon, 1st Bn. 26th Marines, Vietnam. 


Waiting recently for a bus | nipped into the 
local newsagents to pick up something to read 
on my journey. | took a copy of Penthouse and 
was very glad | did, The articles were well done, 
the dialogue between the various correspon- 
dents delightful and, as promised, the photo- 
graphy is outstanding. Amber Dean-Smith, for 
example, is a real woman—not one of those 
overmade-up, carefully airbrushed, shaved and 
hair-sprayed Barbie dolls you couldn't “touch” 
if you wanted to—they'd break! 

Then, too, the philosophy of Penthouse as 
opposed to the Hefner HaHa’s. Personally | 
find much of the Playboy philosophy a fraud 
“Look and don’t touch”. His positions on a 
host of other issues are so phony and pseudo- 
intellectual as to be almost gagging at times. 
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To hear them tell it from the lofty peaks of the 
Mansion on State Street, Playboy can solve all 
the world’s problems. Ha! Not Penthouse— 
yet! 

In any case | hope things go well with your 
magazine. |, for one, will support it the best way 
possible—at the newsstand! With every best 
wish.—G. D. Wiebe B.A, Parsons Hall, 
Ridge Road, Berkeley, California. 


| have, on occasion, photographed professional 
models and noted women such as Miss 
Universe 1969. | can only hope that your future 
Penthouse Pets of the Month will be as lovely 
and beautiful as the young lady appearing in 
your September 1969 issue. 

| have also discovered from your editorials 
that you care what your readers think and feel, 
especially because your magazine is still in its 
infancy. | now feel that | represent the typical 
American male who will read Penthouse. | have 
many comrades who are my age (22), and with 
the same educational background (B.B.A. 
degree from Adelphi University, where | 
majored in marketing). Many of my friends, 
who have in the past read Playboy, have 
lost faith in that magazine. 

| must thank you again for meeting the needs 
of America’s young male population, which 
in recent years has not been fulfilled. Further- 
more, | wish you and your staff a continuance of 
success always!—Stuart M. Light, Hewlett, 
Long Island, N.Y. 11557. 


Welcome to America. Your arrival has been 
long awaited: American males need a magazine 
to compare and rate Playboy with. | am not 
downing Playboy at all. I'm just saying it's about 
time we had more than one magazine which 
expresses our new morals and ideas on which 
we can base our philosophy. Thank you 
J. M. Spairana, Jr, Grace Court, Troy, N.Y. 


Love on the meter 

| was a taxi-driver in a Midlands town for 18 
enjoyable months, and reading of Mr Levinson’s 
experiences (September) brought back many 
happy recollections. .Many women do regard 
the taxi-driver as a father confessor and a 
sitting-duck for their sexual impulses. 

Two of my most memorable instances were 
with “fares” on the make. The first, a young 
girl of 18, who allowed me to savor her charms, 
always insisted on paying me full fare and the 
waiting time shown on the meter while we had 


indulged in a quiet lane or field not far from the 
town. She once paid me £30 to travel to the 
coast and back. She insisted that to spend a 
night in a seaside hotel would be more “with 
it” than just finding a bed-and-breakfast place 
locally. 

The other time was with a jilted girl-friend 
who needed consoling. She wanted to go well 
out of the way so that she would not be 
recognized in my car. Naturally, | did not want 
to be seen either, as | was supposed to be 
working. | chose a quiet spot off the main 
road hidden by a hedge. Three hours later, with 
her consoled and me ready for work once more, 
| returned to town only to find that my taxi 
sign had been on the whole time, fully visible 
from the main road. The only time | ever 
advertised what | was up to! 

It was certainly a job | regretted having to 
leave and, circumstances permitting. | would 
always recommend a spell of “Love on the 
meter” to any healthy male—Driver C. (name 
and address withheld), Lincoln, England. 


Permissive pariahs 
The extract by Dr Lars Ullerstam (October) 
seems to question many of the letters in your 
Forum section, or perhaps my own prejudices. 
It must take courage for any deviant to admit 
and be prepared to practice what is natural to 
him, as the structure of many large institutions 
and religions tends to become oppressive 
when members operate conventions much 
stronger than belief through a sense of guilt, An 
offender faces disgrace and possible alienation. 
There obviously exists a scale of kinks to 
mark each person's social acceptance, and 
your magazine must be complimented for daring 
to shake out a few moths. The boundaries of 
fun, deviant and squalid are numerous. Should 
they exist at all ? Your letter section is worrying 
in that it shifts from secrecy to the outspoken. 
To those like myself who must be curious yet 
shy of the limits given to decency by those who 
profess to know, there easily comes a point 
where one says: “Okay, I’m game, but are they 
serious?” This could be the reason for letters 
questioning and doubting what others say. 
But when will it become socially opportune 
to take another step towards Dr Ullerstam’s 
permissiveness? Perhaps readers will have 
suggestions about the form and scale of such a 
move.—Brenda (name and address withheld), 
Highgate, London, N.6, England. 


Bert Stern is one of Ameri 


"s most versatile photographers. He made $50,000 a year before he reached 30, and 


his camera won him 6 Art Director awards. 


We want to test your talent for photography 


We'll send you our Aptitude Test 
free and without obligation —to help 
you find out if you can be trained 
for success as a photographer 


By Bert Stern 


Guiding Faculty Member, 
Famous Photographers School 


i you enjoy taking pictures, we want to test 
your aptitude for photography. We'll help you 
find out if you can be trained for a money- 
making career in the exciting field of photog- 
raphy, either part-time or full-time. Many 
men and women have photographic talent but 
have no reliable way of finding out if it’s 
worth developing. Others, who are surer of 
their ability, simply can’t get top-notch pro- 
fessional training without leaving their homes 
or giving up their jobs. 


How to take the test 


You don’t need a camera or even any technical 
knowledge to take this Aptitude Test. All you 
need is a pencil and a half-hour of your time. 
You will be asked to put down your immedi- 
ate, instinctive answers to a number of visual 
questions. In this way, you'll be revealing your 
sensitivity and your natural reactions to every- 
day photographic situations. 


Your test is graded free 


When you return your completed test, it will 
be graded by a member of our staff and re- 
turned to you. If you do well on the test, you 
will be eligible to enroll for the professional 
training offered by the Famous Photographers 
School. However, you are under no obligation. 


A new way to learn photography 


The nine distinguished photographers who 
joined with me in starting the Famous Pho- 
tographers School are among the best-known, 
highest-paid professionals in the field. They 
include Alfred Eisenstaedt, Irving Penn, 
Philippe Halsman, Joseph Costa, Richard 
Avedon, Ezra Stoller, Arthur d’Arazien, Harry 
Garfield and Richard Beattie, We spent three 
years pouring into a series of comprehensive 
lessons all the know-how it had taken each of 
us many years to acquire. We contributed or 
made over 2,000 “teaching photographs” so 
that each lesson would be like an actual stu- 
dio or field demonstration. Then we developed 
a series of practical assignments — which you 
can carry out with your own camera, in your 
own home or neighborhood, on your own time 
schedule. 


Almost like private studio tutoring 


When you send an assignment to the Famous 
Photographers School, a professional pho- 
tographer spends up to two hours on it — giv- 
ing it his complete and undivided attention. 
He makes special overlays, drawings and dia. 
grams to show you exactly how to improve 
your photographs. Then he writes you a de- 
tailed personal letter giving you further sug- 
gestions and advice. It’s like having a master 
photographer at your side passing along his 
most valuable secrets and techniques. Yet you 
learn at home — on your own time — and at 
your own individual pace. 


Students earn while they learn 


This method of training is so effective that 
many of our students are starting to make 
money with their cameras. “My last prize- 
winning picture got me a job as full-time staff 
photographer on our local paper,” writes 
Robert Coyle, Dubuque, Iowa. 


Duffy Schade of Glastonbury, Conn. says, 
“Since starting the Course, I've had photos 
published in seven magazines and newspa- 
pers. The Chicago American ran one of my 
photos for the front cover of its magazine 
section. All in my spare time!” 5 

George Godfrey of Forest, Ill., reports, “I 
sold photos to a Michigan ad agency, which 
resulted in four-color ads and direct mail 
pieces. This one assignment more than paid 
for my Course and allowed me to buy more 
equipment.” 


Take the first step to success 


If you want to find out whether you have the 
aptitude for success in photography, send for 
our test. You will also receive an interesting 
brochure about the School and its revolution- 
ary method of instruction. To get the Aptitude 
Test and brochure —both free of any obliga- 
tion — why not fill in the coupon below and 
mail it in right now? (If coupon is missing, 
send your name, address and age to Famous 
Photographers School, Studio P731, West- 
port, Conn, 06880.) 


Famous Photographers School 


| Studio P731, Westport, Connecticut 06880 
I want to receive, without cost or obligation, 
your Photographic Aptitude Test and 

| the illustrated brochure describing your 

home-study course in photography. 


Accredited by the Accrediting Commission 
of the National Home Study Council. 


Cheater 


or Cheated 


Whichever you 
are, you owe 
yourself the 
facts about the 
new national 
pastime. 


Going further than any study pre- 
viously made public, this confidential 
report on American marital infidelity 
is must reading for all who have 
sought sexual love outside of mar- 
riage—and for their ‘‘wronged” mates. 
Through depth interviews with 91 un- 
faithful men and women, through con- 
ferences with scores of psychologists 
and marriage counselors, and through 
an extensive coast-to-coast question- 
naire survey, the author of The World 
of the Formerly Married opens up to 
view the densely populated world of 
adultery. Some of the affairs you will 
read about here were damaging, 
some relatively harmless, others, in 
Mr. Hunt’s words, “‘distinctly bene- 
ficial.” Whether they titillate, 
amuse, trouble, overjoy, or distress 
you, they will certainly fascinate 
and inform you. 
$6.95 at bookstores 
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Of all the books on socio-sexual problems, none 
has come so near to many of the remedies as 
Dr Lars Ullerstam’s The Erotic Minorities 
(October). He has come right out with both 
questions and answers. Why indeed should 
those of us who may be called all sorts of 
epithets suffer so awfully because we do not 
“conform”? We have the right to ask who laid 
down the rules in the first place, and it is not 
good enough to say “the Church” or to quote 
the Bible. Both are so riddled with eroticism 
that they have no right to point the finger at 
anyone else. Besides, what is normality? 

One could wax poetical about Dr Ullerstam’s 
book. If many of his proposals were put into 
practice | am sure we Would all be a lot happier, 
and probably a lot healthier—G/aucus (name 
and address withheld), Andover, Hampshire, 
England. 


Forbidden fleece 
What is so shameful about mons veneris and 
its beautiful forest? Perhaps the Viet Cong are 
hiding in there. | don’t believe in defoliation, 
but I do support fair exposure.—Peter Anderson, 
Tackley Place, Oxford, England. 


The fourth dimension 

With this modern era of fashion, with the vital 
statistics of the female form, we have so far 
the measurements of their breasts, waist and 
hips, total of three, but there is one missing. 
| quote, | think a very important statistic, and 
that is of the dear and delightful derrigre. Do 
you think that perhaps sometime in the future, 
a lovely girl will permit her beautiful derriere 
to be measured ? This is the fourth and vital one. 
—R. P. McManis, Gosforth, Newcastle-upon- 
Tyne, England. 


| consider it is time for a new system of 
measurement of female bosoms. The present 
system really gives no indication of the busty 
substance to the ribcage. A 36-inch bust is 
ostensibly bigger than a 34-inch bust, but if 
one refers,to the brassiére cup size one finds a 
34-inch D cup requires more busty substance 
to fill it than a 38-inch A cup. 

Could not Penthouse kindly add the cup 
size to the bust measurement given to Pets of 
the Month?—E. K. Allen, Kent House Road, 
Beckenham, Kent, England. 


Taking the mickey? 

As my husband is a regular purchaser of 
Penthouse | sometimes read the Forum with 
mingled fascination and disgust, and some 
amusement. If these perverted letter-writers are 
genuine and not merely taking the mickey out 
of you, then | think you must be doing just that 
to your readers. 

You are on to a good thing of course, as this 
must attract many purchasers. But it's such a 
pity, as photographically and journalistically 
this is a very entertaining magazine. So please 
can we do without those infantile and pathetic 
letters—or, as long as my husband buys your 
magazine, | shall be (much against my good 
sense) inveigled into reading them.—Mrs 
T.K.E. (name and address withheld), Bristol 7, 
Somerset. 


Continental comment 

Every issue of Penthouse | read | am more 
surprised by the frustrations and perversions 
some of your readers suffer from—wife 
spanking, corporal punishment, wife-swapping, 
the Pill, vynil. the size of their wife's clitoris 
and the rest of the rubbish. As a part of my 
work, | travel through Europe and can compare 
how people live in the northern countries like 
Finland, Norway, Denmark, Holland, and 
northern Germany. and see how they enjoy sex 
without problems! 

Sex is just like having a good meal—some- 
thing | never had in an English restaurant. You 
just don’t talk about a meal, because you can’t 
describe the taste of food—you just eat and 
enjoy it. 

Apparently a lot of readers suffer from not 
seeing pubic hair and genitals in your pictures. 
| suggest they come to Denmark or Holland, 
where you can buy all kinds of magazines full 
of them from cover to cover.—R. de Witt, 
Ruyschstraat 11, Amsterdam, Holland. 


Go for bust 

Smaller breasts are better technically for 
photography but larger breasts make a far 
better contribution to lovemaking, as any man 
will tell you. The proof of the pudding, so to 
speak, is in the eating—Mrs S.C. (name and 
address withheld), Romford, Essex, England, 


| am astonished to read letters registering 
objections to large breasts. Surely the male 
appraises the female form for its ecstatic 
potential not aesthetic properties ?—Julian 
(name and address withheld), Romford, 
Essex, England. 


Of human bondage 

Having seen in Penthouse letters from readers 
about it | am sure now that bondage is not at 
all uncommon, as | once thought, and do agree 


that, in the right circumstances, being rendered , 


helpless can certainly heighten sexual pleasure. 


The best method | have found of doing this is ' 


with leather straps, about one inch wide, pierced 
by large metal eyelets. When the straps are 
placed around wrists, ankles, waist or neck 
they can be fastened by small brass padlocks. 
These straps can be made quite easily in 
different lengths. 

This method requires no permanent fixtures 
and does not incur discomfort, yet escape is 
impossible.—J.C. (name and address withheld), 
Wford, Essex, England. 


Doing your own thing 

Your very attractive magazine, fortunately sold 
without restriction in this small Latin American 
country, is each month welcome in our home. 
As your readers frequently explain personal 
experiences that stimulate private life, | wish 
to tell one of the “tricks” my wife and | tried 
recently : mutual manual stimulation—each one 
stimulating himself (and herself) in front of the 
other. Once the first embarrassment has 
Passed, the fact of being observed by the other 
greatly amplifies the satisfaction. | am sure that 
Many of your readers already have practiced this. 
For those who haven't, just give it a try. 


Remember 
when sex was 
spelled s--? 


We've come a long, 
long way since 
then 
OR HAVE WE... 


Psychiatrist David Reuben, a man 
who should know, says not. Despite 
the new frankness in books, movies, 
and on the stage, the fact is, says he, 
that most of us know less about our 
sexual selves than we do about what 
happens on the surface of the moon. 
Dr. Reuben thinks that’s a shame. 
And in a witty, outspoken, and thor- 
oughly engrossing new book, Dr. Reu- 
ben sets out to explain... 


EVERYTHING 


YOU ALWAYS 
WANTED TO KNOW 


ABOUT S) 
but were afraid to ask 


His intentions being commendable 
(ignorance is not bliss), his creden- 
tials of the highest (University of Illi 
nois College of Medicine, Harvard 
Medical School, private practice in 
California since 1961), his point of 
view is entirely refreshing as he cov- 
ers sex from A (Abortion and Aphro- 
disiacs) to V (Venereal Diseases). 
Along the way you'll find out more 
things about sex that you didn’t know 
you didn’t know than you knew. 


Here’s what Publishers’ Weekly said: 
“What a question-and-answer book! 
. .. Dr. Reuben, a practicing psychi 
trist in California, has drawn on thou- 
sands of his clinical cases... He 
writes with a degree of candor and 
detail that is rare, and a stylistic verve 
and absence of cant that is refreshing.” 


You'll find Dr, Reuben’s answers as 
much to the point as the questions. 
And you'll find them all in his book, 
EVERYTHING YOU ALWAYS 
WANTED TO KNOW ABOUT SEX 
—BUT WERE AFRAID TO ASK. 
It is now obtainable for $6.95 at all 
good bookstores, 
Published by 

DAVID McKAY COMPANY, INC. 

750 Third Avenue 

New York, 10017 


If you want to see the questions (with- 
out the answers) a request to the pub- 
lisher accompanied by a stamped, 
return-address envelope will bring 
them by return mail, 
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My curiosity has been touched by the 
mention of “teat rings” in your January issue. 
Here, of course, this practice constitutes cruelty. 
| would be very thankful if you would publish 
a picture of a girl wearing such adornment. By 
the way, if the girl gets pregnant, what happens ? 
—John D. (name and address withheld) 
San Salvador, El Salvador, C.A. 


Missing out 
Most men at my age, 36, have had sex experi- 
ence, and this would be accepted as normal. 
Now, I've never made love to a girl in my life. 
I've kissed one or two when I was in the Forces, 
when | was about 20—that's all. Perhaps in 
uniform you have more confidence. 

| would like to marry before I’m too old, but 
at my age it seems very difficult to even get to 
know a girl. My chums tell me I'm too slow, 
lack confidence, ete—which is not exactly 
encouraging. | consider I'm average in most 
things—go to footballl, drink beer. go swimming, 
can speak Spanish and Portuguese. So what 
the H--- does a bloke do? Or does one have to 
be a superman?—H. A. Bennett, Hamilton 
Road, London, N.W.11, England. 


Party games 

Informed circles accept that, from deep 
instincts, sexually conscious females experience 
excitement at the thought of being helpless in 
the hands of a group of males. | have found that 
references to such a situation, whispered in the 
midst of intercourse, bring females to frenetic 
orgasm. Having translated this form of eroticism 
into practical terms, my female partner (a 
luscious 36-23-36 in her twenties) has found 
great sexual pleasure in the role of Queen Bee 
(sole female) at parties of between three and 
ten males. 

While the inevitability of complete sub- 
mission in such circumstances appeals to her 
femininity, there is also a feeling of achievement 
in catering for the simultaneous, and therefore 
heightened, sexual demands of a number of 
males. The ingredients of success on these 
occasions have been: (i) personable, sophisti- 
cated, resourceful, forceful and well-equipped 
males; (ii) a comfortable house, flat or room: 
(ili) some music and drinks; (iv) the means of 
bondage—cord, wall-fixings and a table and/ 
or bed. The parties usually opened with drinks, 
dancing and preliminary love-play. The males 
would then gradually remove her outer clothing, 
down to bra, tiny briefs, suspender belt, 
stockings and high-heeled shoes. Then more 
dancing and handling, during which bra and 
briefs would be removed. Sometimes the 
stockings went too, but high-heeled shoes were 
always retained as they add poise to any female 
figure. 

At this point, individual male tastes began to 
emerge; sometimes she would be made to 
Parade up and down the room, take up different 
Poses to order, stand to attention in front of 
each male for inspection, etc. Her pubic hair is 
always removed, providing a clear view of her 
magnificent mound and vaginal lips. Some 
males liked to demonstrate their prowess by 
taking her in view of the company; others re- 
moved her to a bedroom. Sometimes, cards or 
dice were played to decide the order. The 
collective ingenuity of imaginative and excited 


males provided a wide range of sensual delights. 
The only aspect which occasionally spoiled the 
atmosphere occurred when _ insufficiently 
masculine males asked my partner for her 
wishes. She quickly made it clear that she 
expected to be dominated and had no respect 
for men who were not 100% male. 

Sometimes | was present at the parties, 
sometimes not. Either way, | enjoyed knowing 
that my very attractive woman was desired by, 
enjoyed by, and enjoying being enjoyed by, 
other men. These occasions increased our 
pleasure in, and involvement with, each other. 
We believe that the only form of “faithfulness” 
that matters is that which is locked in the inner 
inviolable recesses of the mind, for a little 
thought soon shows that no-one really “owns” 
anything. Even one's body is only on loan.— 
R. J. Abbott (address withheld), London, 
SE.1. 


| had begun to think that pantieless and braless 
girls were only in the imagination of Penthouse 
readers until | attended a 21st birthday party 
recently. Quite early in the proceedings one 
young man lifted his girl's miniskirt to prove 
that she was wearing nothing underneath. 
This brought a scream from the girl and laughter 
from everyone else. But it started an hilarious 
investigation of what the other girls were not 
wearing. After much good-natured wrestling 
it was discovered that of the 11 girls‘at the party 
only one other was naked under her skirt, but 
four were wearing only thin tights. Of the five 
pairs of panties that were displayed two were 
of the bikini type that left the girl's buttocks 
bare. Five girls had their breasts unsupported 
and this included the two with bare bottoms. 
Incidentally, the girls seemed more embarrassed 
at having their breasts exposed than at the 
boys’ seeing what was under their skirts. 

An interesting outcome of the investigation 
was that three of the braless girls somehow 
lost their blouses and spent the evening in a 
topless state. By the time the party broke up at 
2am. they were quite reconciled to having 
the boys admire their breasts, and enjoyed a 
few goodnight kisses on their nipples.—A/an 
Jackson (address withheld), London, S.E8. 


Unpeeled appeal 

There are broadly two kinds of sexual inter- 
course, aren't there ? The one with clothes on 
and the other without. The former | look 
forward to with pleasure, the latter with 
revulsion. Isn't it abnormal for men to be like 
that? 

Couples making love while clothed can give 
much pleasure but those in the nude or 
semi-nude annoy me—while a nude girl, a 
girl taking her clothes off, or having them 
removed doesn’t excite me at all. What matters 
most is not how little she wears or whether | 
can see through it but the extent to which her 
clothes reveal her contours.—Mr H. (name and 
address withheld), St. Leonards-on-Sea, 
Sussex. 


Midnight strip 

Driving through South London at about 
midnight recently | saw two naked people 
standing on the sidewalk. They turned out to 


Mr. Hicks slacks are 


WAV/IED) 


They've got that gutsy look that 
means business! Try a pair soon at 
your favorite store. You'll like 


the shape you're in! 


Hicks-Ponder Co./El Pa: 


be a girl and a youth. At first | thought they had 
chosen an uncomfortable and draughty place 
to make love. But it turned out that they were 
trying to get some clothing back on as quickly 
as they could. 
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‘Take of this holy oil. Touch its tal 
beads and starfire into the silken secrets 
of your beloved... and feel its buildin 
warmth explode. Kama Sutra* Oil o! 
Love is a slippery, musky 
smelling stain-free oil with an 
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Some distance away a group of youths and 
girls was standing and laughing at them. | 
think they had stripped their two friends and 
scattered their clothing along the roadway as a 
joke. 

In my youth | took part in similar pranks but 
we never left a girl naked in a London street. 
Our girls were usually stripped down in the 
bushes near the river, where strangers were not 
likely to see them and be shocked. 

This must be a sign of the new freedom.— 
J. C. (name and address withheld), London, 
S.W.4. 


Help stamp out tights 

A girl can walk, sit, squat, bend, climb, and do 
all other motions that require her to use her 
legs, and make these motions very freely even 
in the tiniest bikini; but if she is wearing a 
skirt, then she is supposed to be very careful, 
and not expose her crotch, even when she 
wears panties. This factor, keeping the crotch 
unexposed if it is under the skirt, even affects 
pictures printed in magazine pages. 

What | want to know is, why are girls taught 
to keep the pantie-crotch unseen, and why do 
magazines publish pictures where this is 
exposed with a shadow?—Miss S.D. (name 
and address withheld), Ankara, Turkey. 


Pain and pleasure 

It was in the 1930s that | administered my first 
spanking, and since then | have smacked 
numerous feminine bottoms in this country as 
well as in Europe. Maybe | would have missed 
all of these enjoyable occasions if | hadn't been 
invited to give a spanking in the first place. One 
of my then girl friends pulled the end of my 
bow tie and undid it. “If you do that again.” | 
said, “I'll give you a good spanking.” | re- 
fastened the bow in front of the nearest mirror, 
and almost within seconds it had been tugged 
undone again. 

As a football player I'd no difficulty in 
grabbing her before she'd moved far. | half- 
dragged and half-carried her to a couch, and 
slung her face down across my knees. We were 
both laughing, though she struggled. | lifted 
her frock and | remember | took care to avoid 
tearing her pants as | dragged them down over 
her plump buttocks. Her struggles didn’t help. 
| gently stroked her bottom before raising my 
hand for the first slap, then continued to give 
her 20 or more really hard smacks, which 
turned the whiteness of her bottom to a glowing 
red. 

Neither of us was laughing by then. Her 
giggles had turned to squeals. | let her slide to 
the floor when I'd finished, where she lay, 
trembling and crying. | found | was also 
trembling a bit. Then | pulled the panties from 
around her ankles, tossed them aside, and 
lifted her on to the couch, where we had an 
impassioned session of lovemaking for the first 
time. | didn’t marry the girl. But it started off 
an enjoyable pattern in many other directions. 

Incidentally, | couldn't help noticing that 
this girl had shaved off her pubic hairs—and this 
was a good 30 years ago.—Leslie Pugh, 
Croham Road, Croydon, Surrey. 


Your pieces on sado-masochism are enlighten- 


ing and interesting. In your December issue 
there is a letter from three girls, or rather one of 
them, in which she describes a mutual agree- 
ment whereby if any of them transgresses their 
agreed code of behavior she is punished by 
whipping her naked buttocks. It could be said 
that, though they are quite emancipated, all are 
still slightly insecure deep within themselves. 
Corporal punishment may be symbolic of 
parental discipline, and a breach of manners, 
deportment or proper social behavior may 
produce a sense of insecurity inasmuch as such 
an error at home would have brought some 
form of parental comment or discipline. | know 
that many girls when they cut adrift, despite 
what they say to the contrary, are often 
insecure. 

It might. on the other hand, be a very happy 
arrangementwherein three sado-masochistically 
inclined girls have found what they feel is right 
and enjoyable for them. What makes me incline 
to suspicion is that there are very few belts 
today that are of a nature to make the naked 
bottom smart in a manner compatible with true 
punishment. | would have thought a more 
suitable instrument of correction would have 
been a flexible riding switch. which would 
make the punishment more effective and not 
easily forgotten. 

| think the girl called Sally was punished 

eight times, the one called Pat six times, and 
Miss M.N. four and about to be punished for 
a fifth time, all in a year. | am wondering there- 
fore how sincere they are, for if any one of 
them had been really thoroughly whipped, | 
doubt whether she would have breached their 
code of conduct more than once in a year.— 
V.C. (name and address withheld), Cumberland, 
England. 
Having read how so many of your readers have 
been introduced to the delights of corporal 
punishment | am reminded of my own early 
experience. Following a convivial night out with 
my wife and one of her girl-friends a bad 
storm made it impossible for the friend to leave. 
At the time, we had only a one-bedroomed 
flat and, being both merry and tired, we all 
three ended sharing the only bed—my wife 
wearing her nightie, and the friend and | 
sharing the top and bottom halves of my 
pyjamas. 

As | lay between them it wasn’t long before 
| became roused by the situation and, my wife 
being sound asleep, her friend and | indulged in 
mutual fondling. Before long, our tiredness had 
yielded to excitement. We were just approach- 
ing orgasm when | was shattered by a searing 
blow on my bared buttocks, followed rapidly 
by another and another as my wife used my 
own belt to vent her chagrin at the scene she 
had awakened to find. Such was the timing of 
the blows, however, that far from reducing my 
ardor it was heightened. 

Once she had got over her natural annoyance, 
my wife realized thatshe too had had heightened 
pleasure from the experience, and before long 
| was able to console her even more, this time 
watched by her young friend. Afterwards, the 
friend admitted that the sight of our naked 
bodies moving together had brought her to a 
further climax. 

Subsequently, we re-enacted that wonderful 


You want recognition, money, advancement, money, 
self-fulfillment, and money. You’re not getting nearly 
enough of them (or you would have stopped reading be- 
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ready to move. This is a way that works! ICS has helped 
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night, and my wife and | have ever since found 
pleasure in mutual chastisement to heighten 
our sexual experiences—A.M. (name and 
address withheld), Twickenham, Middlesex. 


When | arrived in this country earlier this year 
from South Africa, where Penthouse is high 
on the list of banned publications, | was 
delighted to find a magazine such as yours, 
which covers such a wide range of interests. 
What | found of particular interest were the 
letters that appeared in Forum under the heading 
of “Pain and pleasure”. Having been brought 
up in a very narrow-minded community | 
never realized that other people suffered from 
the same frustrations as myself. 

| first felt the desire for corporal punishment 
while | was at college and, as | could find no 
way of satisfying this desire, | became more 
and more frustrated. It was only after | went to 
live in Johannesburg that | found an outlet for 
my frustrations, by persuading my Bantu maid 
to participate. 

Whenever | did something that annoyed 
her, she would give me what she used to call a 
“bad point’, and on Friday evening when | 
got home from the office. | received one stroke 
for each point. | was ordered to take down my 
trousers and underpants while she proceeded 
to give me a sound thrashing. At first she didn't 
like doing it very much, but by the time we 
parted she used to enjoy it as much as | did. 

Since | have been in this country | have 
found no way to satisfy my wants, but at least 
it is good to know that there are other people 
like myself—A P. (name and address with- 
held), Plymouth, Devon. 


Model poser 
Although Penthouse is a magazine for men, from 
the correspondence pages it seems that ladies 
also read it, so | venture to ask for advice. My 
boy friend is a keen photographer and | have 
been pressed into service as a model on many 
occasions over the past two years. | have posed 
for him alone and also for the photographic 
club of which he is a member. 

At first it was just for portraits and shots in 
bathing suits; then they coaxed me into pin-up 
poses in undies, and for the last dozen or so 
sessions | have been photographed in the nude. 
For this they tried to get me to shave, but | 
flatly refused. 

However | feel that the whole thing is getting 
out of hand. Pornography is creeping in. At a 
recent session | was chained up as if for 
flogging, and at the last my boy friend and 
another husky youngster stripped off and posed 
with me. They roped me up and pretended to 
birch me. | was also photographed bent across 
my boyfriend's knees and he spanked me lightly 
while his friend took the pictures. Then they 
changed places. The lady who did not see one 
erection among 34 nudists in 14 days should 
have been in that studio. 

Now both boys are dead keen on taking what 
they call "naughty nudes”, and they have also 
saved and bought a good movie camera to 
record my antics on film. They feel sure that | 
will relent and let them film me being made 
love to. We both saw a television program 
recently that showed a blue film being made 
in Denmark, and my boyfriend remarked that it 


did not seem to do Danish girls any harm. So 
should | stand firm and tell them to get another 
girl or give way gracefully ?—Amanda (name 
and address withheld), Raynes Park. London, 
S.W.20. 


Change partners 
For more than a year my wife (who's 24) and 
| (27), married five years and getting decidedly 
bored with one another, have been enjoying 
the stimulation of swapping partners with an 
ever-widening circle of friends. Now my wife 
has discovered that it has its hazards ! She was 
introduced to a man for whom she developed 
a terrific yen, so she arranged a swap weekend, 
assuring me | should not be disappointed in 
his wife. | certainly was not—she’s 26, black- 
haired, terrific figure and passionate. We spent 
a wonderful Saturday night together. 


| can understand what my wife sees in R— 
he's the masterful type, and handsome and 
muscular with it. They seemed blissful with 
one another at bedtime. But we awoke on 
Sunday morning to the sound of a row next 
door. R's wife, who knew the form, tald me he 
wanted my wife to get up and make coffee 
and she was being stubborn (which didn't 
surprise me at all!). Suddenly there was the 
sound of slapping and muffled cries. “He's 
spanking her”, giggled my companion. Then 
there was the sound of a blow and a yell from 
R, who shouted “You bitch!” 


We jumped out of bed and started putting 
something on. “She's hit him with something ‘, 
said R's wife. “Gosh, he'll really tan her now!" 
In the next room R, with a black eye and looking 
like thunder, was putting on his trousers. My 
wife, in a torn nightie, was sitting up in bed 
looking sullen. “Fetch the cane”, said R to his 
wife. “I'm going to teach this little spitfire a 
lesson”. She returned with a long school cane 
with a turned-over handle. “Don’t interfere’ 
she whispered to me. “Please, | wouldn't miss 
this for the world. I've only been on the 
receiving end so far.”" 


| didn’t feel at all heroic—in fact | thought it 
would probably do my wife a world of good. 
So | ignored her shrill cries to me to “stop 
him". R was now at his most commanding 
“Out of bed, nightdress off, and kneel on the 
dressing stool”. My wife indignantly refused, 
but began to look less sure of herself when R 
said briefly: “The longer you delay the more 
you get’. It was a full three minutes before 
she—very slowly—did as she was told, She 
certainly looked a beauty as she knelt on the 
stool. “Now, right forward and hands flat on 
the floor’, ordered R; he was obviously an 
experienced hand. 


She gave a gasp as the first cut landed, and a 
most unladylike “OQuwoo” as the second fell. 
Now sobbing, she twisted this way and that to 
escape the swishing cane but she got a full 
dozen cuts and, by the time it was over, her 
bottom and thighs were criss-crossed. At last 
she was allowed to straighten up and get off 
the stool. To my utter surprise she flung herself 
into R’s arms, crying noisily, and after a few 
seconds of kissing began feverishly to unbuckle 
his trousers. | retired with R’s wife for amorous 
dalliance next door, 


On the way home my wife said: “There's 
areal man for you. A girl respects a man who has 
the guts to give her a whipping when she 
deserves it. You should stop suffering in 
silence when | act the bitch’.—J. (name and 
address withheld), Loughton, Essex, England. 


Water babies 

When | first caught my husband (then. boy- 
friend) with a copy of Penthouse | was annoyed, 
as | assumed it to be one of those cheap, | 
trashy “girlie” publications. However, when | 
glanced through it (unknown to him), | 
found there was more to it, and | am now an 
avid reader. The articles and fiction | find 
refreshingly open and interesting, and Forum 
raises some fascinating topics, on which | am 
prompted to comment. | 

Your readers all seem preoccupied with whips 
and canes as erotic aids. My husband and | | 
frequently bathe together, in an ordinary bath, 
and find this very stimulating, and heaithy— 
with no disfiguring after-effects! By the way, 
the old theory is wrong: sex underwater is 
quite possible, and orgasm in water has to be 
experienced to be believed. A word of warning, 
however: the water should not be too deep, or 
‘one partner is liable to drown! 

And so to your fashion notes. Personally | 
wear hold-up stockings, which give more 
freedom than tights, and easier access, without 
ugly suspenders. |’ cannot speak for vynil or 
rubber, but | do know that if | go out wearing 
suede or leather, | am sure of a warm reception 
on my return. | do not know if this counts as 
kinky clothing, but | do know that my husband 
and | are very much in love. Sex is therefore a 
very frequent and necessary part of our life. | 
cannot understand the men who write with 
advice on how to seduce any girl in sight. 
When you truly love someone, and not before, 
that is the time to start making love. And | am 
not an old fuddy-duddy grandmother—I am 
18 and my husband is 21.—Mrs /. (name and 
address withheld), Midlothian, Scotland. 


Case of adjustment 

Despite the fact that | am retired, | still enjoy 
sex and am very virile for my age (67). though 
| look much younger. Now and again | do 
enjoy extra-marital relations. Ata friend’s house 
the other evening | met a girl of 25 and we took 
an immediate liking to each other. We arranged 
to meet one afternoon, which we did, and she 
told me that while she was not virgo intacta, 
having lost her maidenhead while at college, 
she had never been to bed with a man. This 
was because at college she was always with 
girls, whose company she enjoyed (though not 
a Lesbian), and who admired her for her clitoris. 
On inquiry | found this was a full 14 inches 
long when erect. 

Anyhow | suggested we should proceed with 
sex, and to her amazement she had an orgasm 
and kept on asking for more. Since then she 
has been to see me again, as she said she now 
enjoyed male sex better than female company. 

What has prompted me to write about this 
was the letter of D.E.R. (October) —H.W. 
(name and address withheld) Harrow, Middle- 
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The trouble with Harry | 


The charge that modern political 
candidates are sold through radio 
and television commercials like 
tazor blades and detergents has 
been resurrected in a recent best- 
seller. There is just enough truth 
in it to be misleading. Students of 
the one-minute blurb know politi- 
cal huckstering is still in the dark 
ages compared to the high- 
powered super-scientific approach 
of the soap salesmen. 

Most of the political spots were 
patterned after the mouthwash and 
deodorant ads, trying to scare us 
into buying their candidates by 
undermining our sense of security. 
But that is old hat and relatively 
ineffective except among teen- 
agers who don't vote. To reach 
the adult audience these days 
your commercial has to be funny. 

It must be a one-minute situ- 
ation comedy with lots of 
mugging and  screechy-voiced 
(therefore hilarious) characters. 
According to the computers who 
write these vastly expensive pro- 
ductions, the humor must be based 
on a single premise, like an oafish 
father figure who is so dumb he 
doesn’t know the difference 
between a green cleaner and one 
containing ammonia. 

Professional comedians operate 
on the theory that you can’t tell 
the same joke to the same audience 
more than once and get a laugh. 
But what do they know? Re- 
search has convinced the ad 
agencies they can aim the same 
one-joke commercial at the same 
audience 40 or 50 times a week 
and it will still be funny. Especially 
if the dumb husband is named 
Harry, and he always is. Check 
it out. You'll see that 99 per cent 
of the commercials you encounter 
rely in part for their effect on a 
pushy-type wife who uses a full 
Octave to scream the two syllables 
of her spouse's name: “Har-ree !”” 


Big budget advertisers take no 
chances. 

Now go back in memory to the 
spots you saw in the last presi- 
dential campaign for Nixon, 
Humphrey and Wallace. Were any 
of them funny? Not a bit. All they 
talked about were political issues : 
crime, inflation, the war and things 


like that. And not one of them was | 


named Harry. No wonder two 
out of the three lost. 


Layby lying in? 


“Mr and Mrs Frank di Pietro, of 
Miles Avenue, are receiving con- 
gratulations on the birth of a 
daughter. Both mother and baby 


are doing nicely under the car of | 
Dr Robert Servers.”—Bordentown | 


(New Jersey) Register. 
Crash on delivery? 


Holy : smoke = 


“The acoustics of the new Roman 
Catholic cathedral at Liverpool 
were tested by 12 blank shots from 
a revolver fired in various parts of 
the cathedral . .. The sounds died 
away in six seconds—perfect for 
services."—Daily Mail (London). 
Probably not quite fast enough 
forsome of the sermons, though. 


Hold tight! 


Safety belts in your car can prove 
to be a hazard when your wife 
discovers that hers has been 
natrowed to a 26-inch waist. 


Matter of life and death 


There were conflicting estimates 
on whether the budget cuts for 
medical research would amount 
to ten or 20 per cent. But it really 
didn’t matter. What mattered was 
that the axe had fallen with 
devastating effect last September 
—particularly on the National 
Institutes of Health whose research 
and treatment centers operate in 


| the fields of cancer and heart 
| disease, the two greatest killers of 
people. Nineteen centers received 
letters advising them they might 
have to close for lack of funds. 
One, the Institute of General 
Medical Sciences, was told that 
of its 130 five-year grants due for 
renewal, 120 would have to be 


tejected. National Academy of 
Sciences President Dr. Philip 
Handler predicted panic in the 
medical schools within three 
months. 

At a symposium on the relation- 
ship of science to society, 


Handler was joined in dismay by 
other leading members of the 
healing profession. Heart special- 
ist Dr. Michael DeBakey called 
the cuts “one of the most serious 
threats to the health of the nation.” 
Dr. Elliott Corday feared invest- 
| ments of the National Heart 
| Institute would be destroyed. 
Both agreed important life-saving 
medical discoveries would likely 
be delayed by the cuts. 

The total saving to the U.S. 
Treasury: an estimated $400,000. 
By a strange coincidence, the 
precise pro-rata cost of killing one 
Vietcong. 

The whole problem can be 
solved if we can find, out in the 
boondocks of South Vietnam, 
just one miserable, fed-up but 
| humanitarian Vietcong soldier 
who would like to do something 
for the human race regardless of 
politics. All he has to do is walk 
into the nearest U.S. field head- 
quarters under a flag of truce with 
an explanatory “captured docu- 
ment” in his pocket, ask to be 
taken before the commanding 
| officer and in his presence draw a 
pistol and kill himself. His death 
at no expense to the U.S. will have 
been verified and the $400,000 
saved can be reinstated in the 
federal budget to cancel out the 
medical research cuts. 

That way we wouldn't have to 


go through the painful business of 
reordering our national priorities. 
And there would be no need to 
disturb the war.—Fred Darwin. 


A tit for tat 
“Kenneth (little devil that he is!) 
has just burst onto the cosmetic 
scene with a trailblazer, if ever 
there was one! Emphasizi g the 
importance of putting up a good 
front, he has created ‘Nude’ —a kit 
of three cosmetics designed to 
enhance the contours of the 
bosom! 

“To achieve the peak(s) of 
Perfection, one presumably would 
apply Bosom  Highlighter—a 
frosted cream which bathes the 
skin in a delicate pinky glow. 
Cleavage Delineator is a shader 
that emphasizes the depth and 
mystery of your treasures and for 
a final tickle—Tip Blush—a trans- 
parent red liquid with a sponge 
applicator which you apply ‘in a 
circular motion’ to adda ‘glistening 
rosy hue’ to your most outstanding 
points."—Diana Lyons in the 
Scarsdale Inquirer. 

Ah, Kenneth (you little devil, 
you) have you forgotten: Nipple 
Kneader, a soft putty-like paste 
with tiny cookie-making applicator 
to dilate detumescent nipples ? Or 
Perma-Bounce, an electrified 
flesh-colored inner-sprung foam 
rubber and wire-mesh pulsator 
that fits over the bosom and throbs 
thythmically to the tune of the 
Nutcracker Suite? 


Everybody's doing it =< 


“As 1 arrived at Southwark 
Cathedral on Sunday, someone 
flung out a tiny inoffensive cat. 
The animal stumbled, regained its 
balance and ran up to me. Perhaps, 
I mused, in some deep mysterious 
way it had benefited far more 
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from the service than the one who 
had ejected it. For, unlike him, it 
had the happiest face | had seen in 
years.”—Reader’s letter to the 
London Evening News. 

And we can remember the good 
old days when masochism was a 
minority sport! 


Miss Dry Gulch writes a book 


: New York's third largest 
industry, dirty books, is expanding. 
A kind of Rona Jaffe started it a 
few years back by offering to a 
dirty public a piece of unmitigated 
trash about girls who walk around 
in offices wondering how to get 
laid. Miss Jaffe may or may 
not have been writing from experi- 
ence. Her success was that there 
are now about 2,000 unattractive 
girls, many of whom almost went 
to Sarah Lawrence, many of them 
named Joyce and Amantha, apply- 
ing their meagre talents to trying 
to emulate Jacqueline Hartebeeste, 
a mere slime of a girl who made it 
big in cunnilingus. What follows 
is an attempt by one of us older 
lads to do a pastiche. It's damn 


good and shows how a nice 
Jewish boy can be just as 
vomitable as a nice Jewish girl. 


Honey, Suck a Nose 

by Julia Futz Richman 
The alarm clock went off and 
MaryJo Gunt opened one eye and 
stretched it luxuriantly. Her agent, 
Aarons Rod, was still asleep and 
there was no one to look at her 
boobs, so she went over to the 
full-length mirror to examine them 
herself. They weren't perfect, since 
one pointed left and one pointed 
right. If you looked at her head-on, 
you got the same feeling as you 
did when talking to a guy who has 
exotropia, a kind of strabismus, a 
kind of wall-eyed effect. But they 
were pointed, all right, one a sort 
of pink, the other a sort of black 
and blue where the cop had bit 
her. She thoughtfully ran a hand 
down her heaving flanks and then 
ran a bath. 

MaryJo's bathroom was com- 
pletely mirrored and she examined 
her boobs again. If she raised her 
arms, they could be seen from 
behind, one pointing out from 
under each armpit. If she raised 
her arms high enough, she could 
see her boobs and her armpits at 
the same time. She had big nipples, 
about two inches in diameter, that 
went on and off like traffic lights. 
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After 15 minutes of admiration, 
she transferred her gaze south- 
ward to her tangle of black hair, so 
thick and so luxuriant that she 
usually wore a Dior silk scarf over 
it. Revolving a bit she surveyed her 
behind. This never failed to turn 
her on. They were a pair of 
slightly mismatched Persian 
melons, and always made her 
think of breakfast. It was one of 
the sorrows of MaryJo’s life that 
she couldn't sink her teeth into her 
ass, but she lived with it. Next, she 
stepped on her mirrored scales and 
surveyed her crotch. Since she had 
to look down § ft. 2 ins. and the 
light had to travel back 2 ft. 10 ins., 
her actual view was of something 
eight feet away. Because of 
astigmatism, she couldn't read her 
weight either, but she got on the 
scales every morning anyway. 
They turned her on. 

MaryJo got into the tub. Her 
boobs floated on the slightly 
scented water and, as she washed 
her wrists, they bobbed back and 
forth, gently bumping one another, 
then the sides of the tub. This 
usually turned her off. 

MJ next stepped out of the tub 
and dried herself with a slightly 


| soiled Persian rug that had been 


given her by a satisfied Mafioso 
“soldier” who had never come 
back. 

Aarons Rod got up and surveyed 
his boobs. Nothing. 

Even Aarons’ rod wasn’t very 
interesting. 

They breakfasted luxuriously on 
orange juice and eels and left for 
the studio. 

MaryJo had been cast opposite 
handsome virile twice-married 
snorting Marlon Dangerfield. 
When he crushed her to him in 
their love scenes her boobs, 
straining against the thin stuff of 
her one-size-too-small bra, hurt 
like hell. But there was something 
about them that inflamed him: the 
fact that there were two, the fact 
that they glowed with an inner 
fire, the fact that they showed a 
deep cleavage, a beautiful V, a 
creamy whiteness, a ruddy pink- 


ness, and the fact that he had been- 


born horny. 

The sound man, 76-year-old 
Engelbert Hump, said, turning up 
the sound: “That broad turns me 
on, or it’s something | ate”. 

“Why don't you and me slip out 
of this gummy studio and into my 
pad up by Malibu?” queried 
Marlon after their last take of the 
day. MaryJo couldn't believe her 
boobs. Marlon and Malibu! God! 
Half the red-blooded. girls of 
Polish descent in America would 


give up a week in Lwow for a 
chance like that! Should she hold 
him off for a bit to strengthen his 
ardor? At the thought of his ardor 
she felt a blush start from inside 
her thighs, move up past her navel 
and, after circling her neck, stop 
just below her nose. 

“Let's go,” she said. 

On arriving at Malibu, Marlon 
dismissed the Japanese gardener, 
the Philippine houseboy, the 
French chef, and the Irish maid. 
He suggested that the two of them 
just “putter around and throw 
dinner together’. MaryJo was 
beside herself. Marlon took off his 
shirt, explaining that it would be 
hot in the kitchen. She watched 
the miraculous play of muscles 
across his massive chest. She 
watched them ripple up from his 
belt. She watched them burble 
over the back of his neck and 
quiver along to become biceps. 
She ran her tongue through her 
lips. “It fs hot in here,” she 
murmured. 

Gently but firmly he led her into 


the most marvelous bedroom she 
had ever seen. A picture window 


overlooked the Pacific, the floor 
was covered in zebra-striped 
Acrylon, and the bed, mon Dieu! 
It was emperor-size, and the head- 
board was a working wet-bar. 

Gently he undid her bra and she 
all but fainted from relief. As he 
took off her shoes she watched 
the muscles rippling in his scalp. 
Then off came her panty-hose, 
blouse, bra, and a ring given her by 
a satisfied gaucho who had 
returned to Argentina. 

When he turned off the lights 
the picture window seemed to 
come alive. As the violins started 
to play, she seemed to be floating 
in a sea of warm Jell-O and then as 
the music increased in volume she 
heard the flutter of many wings 
and when the woodwinds made 
their entrance and the music 
soared she thought of her little 
dolly “Drushka” and began to cry. 
—Henry Morgan 


Mixed bathing. 


That admirable old custom of 
mixed nude bathing is sadly on the 
wane in Japan, | was told during 
a recent visit. According to the 
operators of the two biggest such 
tourist spots, Noboribetsu in 
northern Hokkaido and Ibusuki in 


southern Kyushu, there’s a grow- 
ing tendency for young female 
bathers to wear some sort 
bikini covering in contrast to the 
older people who still wander 
from pool to pool covered only by 
the handkerchief-sized oshibori 
which every Japanese 
uses as a combined 
facecloth-modesty-belt. 
Of course, mixed nude bathing 
has never been quite so wide- 
spread in Japan as foreigners 
imagine. It's true that women as 
well as men can be found in quite 
a few of the country’s 5,000 hot 
springs ryokans, but many of these 
are local farm girls hired to add 
“color” for the predominantly 
male clientele, and most of them 
aren't far removed from the yuna 
or bathhouse prostitute which the 
traditional bathmaid eventually 
became. Mixed bathing developed 
quite naturally along with the 
development of the public bath- 
house but constant assaults on 
the free and easy atmosphere by 
puritanical bathers eventually got 
it banned by law at the turn of 
century, apart from hot-spring 
resorts and a few rural areas. 
Ibusuki’s Jungle Bath, where 
the sexes are still integrated, is 
probably the most outstanding 
remnant of the older tradition. 
About 20 different pools of 
different shapes and sizes are 
interspersed between trees, palms, 
shrubs, bushes, foliage and rock 


towel- 


gardens. Little bridges arch over | 
gurgling streams. Stepping stones | 


skirt warm waterfalls, pearl-filled 
oysters are imbedded deep in the 


granite floor and indirect lighting | 


casts subtly colored beams be- 


tween the patches of damp, sieamy | 


shadow. Some of the pools, in 
the shape of hearts, eggs or 
bananas, are barely big enough 
for two ; others are vast swimming 
areas punctuated by fountains, 


bridges and statues. All contain | 


water at different temperatures 
from ice-cold to so hot (110° F) 


that the bather has to work his | 


way up to it. Sometimes there 
are pools inside pools, the smaller 
ones having their own water 
inflow at a different temperature to 
the larger. One pool might smell 
strongly of sulphur, another con- 
tain a bagful of fragrant leaves. 

Men and women undress in 
separate rooms and then come 
together in the Jungle Bath where 
they wander languidly from pool 
to pool for hours pretending not to 
notice each other. As the historian 
J. R. Brinkley once wrote: “The 
nude in Japan is to be seen but 
not looked at”. 


of | 


bather | 


| 


Japanalia 


As part of its clean-up in prepara- 
tion for Expo 70, the industrial 
city of Osaka is pumping oxygen 


large breasts without surgery | finger as fast as possible as the 


(presumably by prayer alone) 
they've been deluged with so 
many foam rubber and cloth 
replicas that “bosom burning” 


Tokyo by night: a boom for pinball and a slump for mixed nude bathing 


into its stagnant canals, a short- | 


term project to plant goldfish in 
the waters and fool visitors . . . 


Hotels in neighboring towns are | 


already so booked up in advance of 


Expo that jokes have begun 
appearing in local newspapers: 
one visiting businessman is 


alleged to have signed on with a | 


tour to get a hotel room, con- 
ducting his business between bus 
tours; another got a room at one 
of the famous “romance hotels” 
for three days and then got a bill 
that had been computed by the 
hour . “Black is beautiful” is 
attributed by a Tokyo magazine to 
the fast-growing popularity of 
five-day suntanning treatments 
and the new okuroi (black cream) 
cosmetics . . . Since the priests at 
Okayama’s Fusen Kannon temple 
announced that they could en- 


has become a regular ceremony 
to reduce the temple's constantly 
growing stockpile. 


Parlor game 


Machine-gun pachinko is legal 
once again and all over Japan the 
amateur is coming into his own. 
Pachinko, a kind of vertical pinball 
game in which the object is to flip 
steel balls into winning slots, hit 
its peak about 15 years ago when 
40,000 pachinko parlors—each 
with from 12 to 100 machines— 
were bringing in daily receipts of 
about three million dollars (roughly 
equivalent to department-store 
takings). 

In those days each machine was. 
fitted with a chamber that fed the 
balls automatically so all the player 
had to do was flick his right index 


| “machine gun pachinko”. 


balls dropped into 
Position. Hence 


the firing 
the name 


Payoffs (the balls could be 
redeemed for prizes, and some- 
times money) were enormous and 
the vast sums of untraceable cash 
attracted hoodlums who infiltrated 
the pachinko business at every 
level. Eventually stringent controls 
were clamped down on what had 
become Japan's biggest business. 
Prizes were reduced and limited to 
cigarettes, candy, household 
goods, and manual loading 
pachinko machines were intro- 
duced. 

In the years since then the game 
has become dominated by experts 
—men and youths (hardly any 
women play) who can flip the tiny 
silver balls into the playing slot 
even faster than the so-called 
machine-gun slots. A good 
pachinko player soon overcomes 
wrist fatigue by practising every 
day and there's hardly a neighbor- 
hood throughout Japan where the 
clicking of pachinko balls can’t be 
heard from early morning to 11 at 
night. Heated in winter and air- 
conditioned in summer, the parlors 
offer washrooms, incessant music 
and such occasional extras as 
television viewing and free green 
tea. 

The highest payoff machines, 
their brass nails specially adjusted, 
sit just inside the doors; the other 
machines operate on a payoff of 
roughly 80% returned to the 
customer. (Average invested in 
each machine daily is about $10 
of which roughly $2.25 accrues to 
the owner of the parlor). Pachinko 
has become so respectable, in 
fact, that now some of the earlier 
controls are being lifted and the 
almost-forgotten automatic load- | 
ing machines are beginning to re- 
appear in the pachinko parlors, 
side by side with the manually- 
operated ones whose clientele 
look disdainfully upon the amateur | 
upstarts. | 

Though grateful for the in- | 
creased business brought by 
pachinko's new popularity, the 
parlor owners are apprehensive 
that a new generation of amateurs 
will revive all the old methods of | 
cheating—cutting holes in the 
glass to insert wire hooks or using 
magnets to guide the balls into 
winning holes, 


Made in Japan 

New inventions: An FM cassette 
that fits any standard tape recorder, 
turning it into an FM radio... A 


ie | 


golf ball with a built-in parachute 
for practising your swing in a 
confined area . . . A device to 
attach to television sets which 
allows you to hear an English- 
language dubbing of foreign 
movies . . . A remote-controlled 
bulldozer that operates under the 
sea Matsushita's home 
facsimile machine which records 
the news on a roll of newspaper at 
the same time as it is telecast from 
the TV set to which it is attached 
. .. A tiny, electronic bug (two 
inches square) which can be 
planted in somebody's apartment 
two or three floors above and 
allows perfect eavesdropping . . - 
A TV console with three (or six) 
different screens to allow simul- 
taneous viewing on several chan- 
nels at once . . . A bar of striptease 
soap which reveals more and more 
of a curvaceous beauty as succes- 
sive layers are washed away ... A 
plastic waistcoat with webbed 
pockets for slabs of dry ice, said to 
keep the wearer cool for four 
hours at a time when worn under 
a regular suit. .. An almost sound- 
proof device for fitting over 
mouthpieces of telephones in 
noisy places such as subway 
stations John Wilcock 


Luneh is for talking 


Publishing, and maybe all busi- 
ness, generates an overpowering 
torrent of talk. At the National 
Book Awards “reception”, a 
massive drinking bout for the book 
business, | once sneaked up to a 
balcony overlooking the grand 
ballroom where thousands of 
publishing people were jostling 
elbow to elbow. There | listened. 
| can’t describe the sound, but it 
would have to be associated with 
some vast natural energy 
exchange: storm, waterfall, forest 
fire, tsunami. 

Talk requires most of the work- 
ing day for many people in 
publishing. A lot of other work— 
‘editing, reading, analyzing figures, 
writing memos—is done at home 
and on trains to keep the day free 
for talk: in staff meetings, endless 
telephone calls, and face-to-face 
with people outside the firm. 
These last encounters are almost 
all assigned to lunch, and five 
lunches in a week are often 
inadequate, even when many 
lunch candidates are relegated to 
the “I'll-call-you" list. 
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Nothing makes a man so hungry 
and thirsty as talk, but unfor- 
tunately exercising the tongue 
whips up the appetite without 
working off the results. Lunching 
threatens to beef up the publisher 
until he is mistaken for the meat- 
packer who owns him. Un- 
characteristically, the world of 
publishing has been offered salva- 
tion by one of its own. He is 
Jonathan Dolger, an editor for 
Simon & Schuster, one of the 
lunchiest trade houses in town, 
He has written a book for Random 
House (one of his chief competi- 
tors in the trade and at lunch) : The 
Expense Account Diet: How to 
Lose Weight on $24.95 a Day and 
Master the Rules of the Lunch 
Business. 

Everyone who packs a credit 
card will recognize the significance 
of the $24.95 figure. Internal 
Revenue requires receipts for 
everything over $25. By avoiding 
the amount requiring receipt, Mr 
Dolger is not suggesting fleecing 
the boss or the government. His 
oath is: “| have only one lunch to 
declare for my company!” It’s not 
that the money isn't spent for good 
business reasons. Rather, Mr 
Dolger tells us, “It has to do with 
the way your boss might feel if he 
didn’t understand what you were 
doing, but only looked at where 
you were doing it. Your boss may 
be annoyed by the knowledge 
that while he’s throwing down a 
few Beefeater martinis and some 
shirred eggs at the Yale Club, 
you're pleasantly ensconced at Le 
Pavillon, sipping a chilled glass of 
Blanc-de-Blanc “51 and lunching 
‘on braised endive 

Personally, | would take the 
shirred eggs any day, but the likes 
of braised endive make up the 
Expense Account Diet, or EAD 
(hence the slogan “EAD not 
E-A-T"). The philosophy of EAD 
is to get the fewest calories for the 
most money. This involves the 
interesting task of poking about in 
unexpected crannies of the vast 
menus offered by the fanciest 
places to discover the small non- 
fattening delicacies — usually 
offered as appetizers or side 
dishes. The theory is that these 
dishes can be so delicious that 
they relieve the pain of dieting. In 
addition to a low score in calories, 
EAD offers a high score in one- 
upmanship by displaying one’s 
knowledge of rare dishes. 

For diet plans, you'll have to buy 
the book ($3.95). It is not just a 
fun book; it has all the detailed 
and sensible information you 
could need, including food charts. 


Consult your conscience about 
putting it on the expense account. 

Mr Dolger has a lot more than 
diet to talk about, as his subtitle 
indicates. Here are a few of his 
secrets of mastering the lunch 
business . . . 

About paying : “The key point to 
remember is that money never 
changes hands”. But there are 
differences in the way lunch may 
be charged. The grand way 
recommended by Mr Dolger is to 
dispense with the whole matter 
with a single sweep of the pen, 
just signature, no address or 
number. Your guest must under- 
stand that the restaurant knows 
for good reason who you are. Mr 
Dolger frowns on credit cards and 
receipts. What he doesn’t mention 
is that the house account also 
makes the management love you— 
if you pay. The restaurant saves 
the charge levied on them by 
credit-card companies. 

To go along with the private 
accounts at the best places, there 
are little things that complete the 
lunchman’s image. Are you, for 
example, careful with matches? 
Have you ever lit your guest's 
magnificent cigar with a match- 
book proclaiming: “Learn Elec- 
tronics at Home in Spare Time” ? 
Mr Dolger’s plan for matches is to 
segregate lunching matches from 
at-home matches. Never have the 
latter on your person at lunch. Of 
course you will collect, and save 
for effect, matches from “21”, 
Au Petit Jean in Beverly Hills, La 
Mediterranee in Detroit, San 
Francisco's Blue Fox, Brennan‘s 
in New Orleans, and Boston's 
Locke-Ober Café. 

“Without question,” Mr Dolger 
says, “one of the best things that 
can happen to you if you want to 
impress your guest is to receive a 
telephone call during lunch. Not 
only does it indicate that your 
Position in the company is so vital 
that they must be informed of your 
evety move, but it also demon- 
Strates the extraordinary zeal with 
which you are committed to your 
work.” He recommends a res- 
taurant with a phone plug at the 
table so the waiter crosses the 
room with the phone. Then—if you 
have planted the call through your 
secretary—the limit of your guest's 
credulity is the only rein on your 
fancy. “Yes, I'll speak with the 
President. Hello, Dick -- .” 

Mr Dolger covers many other 
important aspects of the luncher's 
life: choosing the restaurant, 
drinking, clothes, temptations, 
rough waiters, bores, relatives at 
lunch, exercise (such as check 


grabbing), eavesdropping, wives, 
secretaries, and seduction. For the 
last activity he points out your 
enormous advantages as the man 
from EAD. “What exists in reality 
for you at lunchtime is only fantasy 
for the rest of the people who are 
not in the lunch business.”— 
Norman Hoss 


Sexinema (continued) 


Made in Sweden, it has been on 
Variety's list of top-grossing films 
for nine months and shows no 
sign of slipping. It stars no one of 
any particular box-office appeal. 
It has not garnered rave reviews 
and it presents no creative innova- 
tions, and by all accounts is a big 
bore, yet in those nine months | 
am Curious (Yellow) has 
grossed $6 million in the U.S. 
alone. Why? 

Sex, that's why. The great 
American public — housewives, 
college kids, doctors, lawyers, old 
marrieds, young marrieds—lines 
up day after day, voyeurs all, to see 
what the newspapers have deemed 
“sexy”. One wonders what they 
all do in their bedrooms. In fact, 
what does secondary sex for its 
own sake really offer a viewer? 
How edifying or pleasurable are 
somebody else's sex games pro- 
jected on a wide screen? It seems 
judging from recent films that it 
depends on the way sex is 
handled, and its intrinsic value to 
a given film. 

In The Sterile Cuckoo sex is a 
natural development in the rela- 
tionship of a precocious kook and 
an inexperienced boy in their first 
year of college. Against the moody 
grandeur of New England autumn, 
they meet, come together, then 
drift apart in a film that touchingly 
evokes young love and loneliness. 
Not that it is a conventional affair. 
From the beginning Pookie Adams 
(played by Lisa Minelli with 
astonishing wisdom) is the 
aggressor. When she finally gets 
her beau (newcomer Wendell 
Burton) to a secluded motor 
court, she does the seducing. 
“Would you like to peel a 
tomato?” she asks. When he 
finally gets the point, he undresses 
her and she hops into bed, but he 
putters with a broken stove, paces, 
anything to avoid joining her. 
Exasperated,. she calls, “Hit it, 
Valentino!” getting her point 
across to him and winning even 


Double-bed double: Hoffman and Farrow (top), Plummer and York. Sex is getting to be a socially 
acceptable aspect of American movies. 


the staunchest prude in any 
audience, 
This scene is handled with 


delicate taste, and helps present 
the film's quiet proposition that 
sharing, complete sharing, is 
essential on all levels. Wendell 
Burton is excellent as the rather 
repressed but _willing-to-learn 
freshman. And Lisa Minelli, well, 
if she keeps on this way, she may 
become one of the biggest stars of 
her generation. 

Surprising as it seems these 
days, Battle of B: in is an old- 
fashioned war movie, patriotic and 
sentimental. It depicts the RAF’s 
finest hour against the Germans 
during those 16 terrible weeks of 
1940 when England was so 
frighteningly close to total in- 


vasion, The defensive flights of 
lethal Spitfires and Hurricanes 
against the German Heinkels are 
recreated with some of the best 
aerial photography since Wings 
set the standard 40 years ago. The 
awesome approach of hundreds 
of German bombers to London in 
broad daylight like a swarm of 
hungry locusts seals an historical 
memory and a movie image for all 
time. 

Once on the ground the picture 
slows down considerably, though 
director Guy Hamilton wisely 
keeps it in the air most of the time. 
We are treated to the usual stiff- 
upper-lip war movie clichés played 
by an almost intimidating roster of 
British actors. Sir Laurence Olivier 
(playing Air Chief Marshal Sir 


Hugh Dowding) acts with the 
painful awareness that he is Sir 
Laurence Olivier. 

This time sex rears a rather tired 
head in the persons of Christopher 
Plummer and Susannah York, who 
appear at 20-minute intervals as 
husband and wife squabbling 
because she (the devoted Section 
Officer) won't get reposted to be 
near him (the dedicated Squadron 
Leader). Their discussion always 
ends with a roll in the sheets after 
which she inevitably says she'll 
get reposted to be with him (she 
doesn’t). 

Good social satire has been 
rare on the American screen since 
Lubitsch departed the Hollywood 
hills. Recently we've had The 
Graduate and now we have Bob 


& Carol & Ted & Alice. Brilliantly 
directed by Paul Mazursky, it is 
one of the most enlightened 
comedies in years, The film takes 
a subtle jab at the middle-aging 
American attempt to be with it, 
to function in a newer generation's 
world of pot and self-conscious 
inner expression. And it exposes 
some of the more elusive sexual 
mores of suburban America. For 
all their trappings of the avant 
garde, the beads and pot, the 
supposed enlightenment and 
attempted promiscuity, Bob & 
Carol & Ted & Alice are really 
typical suburbanites. 

The four stars perform together 
with great precision, and each 
gives a strong performance of his 
own. For a change Natalie Wood 
acts with something more than her 
eyebrows. Robert Culp skilfully 
etches a portrait of a man who 
almost believes his self-created 
image. Dyan Cannon is wonder- 
fully funny as the prude of the 
foursome, particularly in a hilarious 
scene on the psychiatrist's couch, 
and Elliot Gould emerges as the 
best new actor-comedian to come 
along in some time. 

If you see Coming Apart 
during the day, you'll probably 
notice the skin flicks crowd sitting 
with newspaper furtively folded in 
their laps. You will also see some 
serious moviegoers there too. This 
film will get the patronage of both 
groups, and it deserves them both. 
It is an intentionally provocative 
sex movie (its exploitation as such 
will insure box-office returns), 
staged against a technically inter- 
esting account of a man’s fall into 
schizophrenia. As the protagonist, 
a sort of Freudian Walter Mitty, is 
himself recording the action with a 
hidden camera, it is really a movie 
within a movie. What the director 
Milton Moses Ginsberg does from 
a fixed angle is interesting, but not 
interesting enough to keep from 
having committed the cardinal sin 
of movie making: boring the 
audience. In this he is aided by Rip 
Torn who is on screen most of the 
time playing the protagonist with 
self-conscious intensity (admit- 
tedly fellatio requires some inten- 
sity). Coming Apart illustrates how 
tedious it becomes watching other 
people have sex. 

John and Mary starring Dustin 
Hoffman and Mia Farrow is a 
simple celebration of love and 
love-making. Itis an old-fashioned 
love story updated with the “new 
morality” and signified by the 
playing of its two young stars. In 
fact, the film would have been 
more successful if it had had only 
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these two characters, rather than 
cutting back and forth to give their 
backgrounds and past liaisons. It 
seems unnecessary since this is 
the intimate story of two people 
who meet on a Friday night in a 
“swingles” bar, sleep together, 
spend the weekend together, love, 
fight, come together again and 
decide to stay together. That's it. 
And that should be enough. 
Everything else seems superfluous. 

Hoffman is ingratiating, but 
after his character departure in 
Midnight Cowboy, he is the 
graduate again. However, Mia 
Farrow plays with depth and 
sensitivity. She is growing as an 
actress rather than a personality. 
John and Mary is Dustin and Mia 
and should be seen for that reason. 

It seems that sex is getting to be 
a socially acceptable aspect of 
American life and, may Louis B. 
Mayer rest in peace, of American 
movies too.—_James Kotsilibas- 
Davis 


Soapsuds and sadists 


Report and reflection on some 
theater around New York. | am a 


sucker for sentimentality—so be it. 
| liked Butterflies are Free. A 
young man in his East Village 


apartment is joined by his new | 


next-door neighbor, a pretty young 
blonde thing. She, and we, soon 
discover that he’s blind. They 
make love, make some tentative 
plans, his mother arrives to take 
him back to Scarsdale, he goes out 
for groceries and she and the girl 
talk him over. The girl accuses the 
mother of overprotection, of not 
letting her son live as optimistically 
as he would. The mother fears 


that the girl will involve him and | 


leave him. She doesn’t think that 
he could sustain the blow. Enter 
the boy, exit the girl to go to an 
audition. 

When she returns she's got a 
young hippie director with her, an 
‘old friend who's going to give her 
a leg up in the theater. She 
announces that she's going off to 
live with him. So she’s afraid of 
commitment, like the mother said. 
Also afraid of hurting the boy. In 
the wake of the departure the 
mother reverses her field and tells 
the boy that he should stay where 
he is, in the place that he’s made 
for himself, and he can visit 
Scarsdale for occasional meals. 
She scrams, the boy erupts in a 
nice non-blind way, and the girl, 
lo and behold, returns. A funny, 
bittersweet play that works all the 
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The players avoid the goo for the 
most part. Keir Dullea as the blind 
boy is good:humored and free of 
what could be meddlesome idio- 
syncrasies. Blythe Danner as the 
girl is a happy physical choice— 
she stays draped but just—and is a 
kookie yet womanly 19-year-old. 
Eileen Heckart can do no wrong, 
but as the mother who changes 
her mind she is human and funny. 
This entire endeavor is awash with 
all the ingredients of soapsuds and 
yet it somehow avoids falling into 
the tub. Maybe it's because the 
people are nice ones. 

A Scent of Flowers tells in 
gentle surrealist terms the story of 
a young girl who has killed herself 
and in quiet retrospect unfolds the 
terms of her burial while revealing 
in sad obligato the life she led and 
decided to leave. An unhappy love 
affair is the vortex of her suicide, 
but the impelling tragic force is the 
realization that when she is 
troubled, her family—her loved 
ones—to whom she turns for help, 
reveal themselves one by one as 


being incapable of loving her. 


enough to serve her need. She is 
caught in a vicious life cycle that 
moves her to her grave. The three 
acts are preparation for the grave, 
the ceremony itself, and the burial, 
with the girl present, stopping the 
descent as it were, to talk some- 
times directly to the audience, 
sometimes to her half-brother or 
stepmother or father or gay-blade 
uncle. Or with her unseen lover. 

Her half-brother drives her to 
greater confusion, by insisting 
that she answer to her church 
while loving a married man. Her 
stepmother perceives her need for 
help but can only muster an 
intellectual dissertation. Where is 
the warmth required to ameliorate 
the value judgement that comes 
like a blow? Her father, in the 
name of freedom for her, is 
incapable of responding even 
vocally to her pleading for help. 
Finally, the darling fun-loving 
uncle who dandled her on his knee 
during her childhood, whose 
verbal exploits uplifted her early 
life and cast fond shadows on her 
past as she matured—he betrays 
her with the greatest hypocrisy of 
them all by displaying his own 
passion for her. The only person 
who heeds her cry for compassion 
and love is one of the two funeral 
assistants who carry the coffin and 
dig the grave. He responds to her 
just before the burial, and makes 
believe with her and comforts her 
and the tragedy is that they both 
know that his compassion is all 
too late. 


Katherine Houghton as the 
young girl displays an amazing 
Strength. She's on stage all the 
time and unfolds the layers of her 
betrayal leading to her death with 
great sensitivity. She is remarkably 
effective in sharing with us that 
final despair that lurks within us 
all and that some of us, tragically, 
cannot overcome. A Scent of 
Flowers is moving, poetically 
presented, stern in its reality, real 
theater. 

| didn't see Fortune and Men’s 
Eyes when it first played New 
York but | gather that it was a 
tealistic expose of our prison 
system and how young men can 
be brutalized, corrupted, and 
perhaps irretrievably warped by 
incarceration. It was, | recall, a 
modest success that was declared 
an honest portrayal in theatrical 
terms of social illness, which is 
legitimate fare for the stage. Sal 
Mineo’s Fortune and Men’s 
Eyes, not to be confused with the 
original, blasted its way onto the 
New York scene and instead of a 
play it is an evening of bright 
sadism and masochism that | 
suggest would be more appro- 
priate to Mr Mineo’s bedroom 
than to a stage. 

The defecation scene with which 
the proceedings began on opening 
night has been cut but there is 
still the scene where one nekkid 
young rogue rapes another nekkid 
young manin the shower roomand 
later on in the second act when 
they really begin to peel there is 
a doozy of a fight with enough 
blood around to supply Heinz for 
years. And then the ending, where 
‘one young lad masturbates on the 
stage while his loved one is getting 
the shit beat out of him offstage 
by the guards. 

By now you may get the point 
that there is no point. Even good 
healthy sadists would turn away 
from this mishmash of brutal 
rendering asunder. The original 
sensitivities of a convict's exis- 
tence, with sex sure, but not to the 
exclusion of the other serious 
problems attendant to being in the 
jug, are obliterated by the heavy 
hand of the former juvenile star of 
the movies. As it stood when | 
saw it, this production could only 
communicate with those whose 
problems are far more complicated 
than could ever be solved in the 
theater. In case this one is still 
around | suggest it be avoided. It 
doesn’t serve the purpose of the 
convicts, nor of the theater 
certainly and, | suspect, not even 
of the sadists among us.—Sandy 
Lesberg 


Butterfly Blythe (see Plays) 
but just. 


a happy physical choice—draped, 


Dutch treat 
Something 


recently been added in the center 
of Amsterdam's “Old Town”. On 


provocative has 


a little side-street, a pair of 
centuries-old houses have been 


transformed into a temple of 
gastronomy known as The 
Gravenmolen _ (Lijnbaanssteeg 


5-7, Telefoon 22 36 41). It's 
the kind of restaurant one reads 
about in piquant novels, rustic 
and cheerful, abounding with 
color, and patronized by interest- 
ing people. Guests enjoy refreshing 
cocktails in the quaint ground- 
floor Tavern, and fine culinary 
accomplishments in the upstairs 
dining room. But it’s the matchless 
view that provides The Graven- 
molen with its finest badge of 
distinction. The whole of Amster- 
dam's red light district lies right 
outside its windows. A glance at 
the working girls lining one of the 
city’s oldest streets immediately 
puts any food served here in /a 
cuisine de grande classe. 


There is an admirable choice of 
dishes: poached turbot in white 
wine with mushrooms; veal steak 


in cream sauce with minced ham; | 


lovely dimpled blonde girls from 
Bavaria; terrine of sweetbreads 
with pistachio; tournedos; olive- 
skinned East Indian maids; sole, 
poached with shrimp, in a white 
wine and curry sauce; grilled 
salmon with sauce Béarnaise; 
busty Dutch girls; and stuffed 
trout with champagne sauce. 

All the food is presented in the 
chefs suave and sophisticated 
manner; the girls, flaunting their 
naughtiest underwear, present 
themselves heavily painted accom- 
panied by provocative expressions. 
For dessert at The Gravenmolen, 
it’s almost compulsory to have the 
delicately exquisite soufflé au 
Grand Marnier. This is an egg 
soufflé which sends most patrons 
into ecstasies, and takes a mini- 
mum of 30 delightful minutes to 
prepare. Use the time, if you wish, 
to saunter down the street, so that 
you may renew your appetite, or 
inspect the brothels. It's the 
safest vice district in Europe. 

In window after window, you'll 
be rewarded with friendly, beckon- 
ing smiles (beyond a beck or a 
smile, there is no hard sell) of 
girls in déshabille with black lace 


stockings, revealing slips, tights, 


and lace unmentionables. It’s like | 
| From its colorful combination of 


visiting a gallery of decadent art 
and it’s unforgettable . . . as is the 
extraordinary souffle which, by 
now, you will consume with 
vigor and bated breath. 

With absolute conviction that 
overseas visitors will be fascinated 
by its seductive location, atmo- 


| sphere, cooking, service, and fair 


prices, recommendthe Restaurant- 
Bar-Tavern-De Gravenmolen with 
whooping enthusiasm. You owe 
it to yourself to dine “De Graven- 
molen" at least once when in 
Amsterdam. A zealous friend of 
mine has returned 12 times. 


Fit for a king 


In London we have the famous 
Café Royal, an old-established 
(1865) luxury restaurant where 
fine fish, fowl and meats have 
been the order for generations. By 
the end of the 19th century such 
immortals as Max Beerbohm, 
Oscar Wilde and Aubrey Beardsley 
were habitués. Nowadays, the 
Café Royal has extended its scope, 
adding to its restaurants and bars 
more than 20 banqueting suites 
accommodating parties of from 
four to 800. The over-all result is a 
pleasantly opulent dining experi- 
ence in the old style. 

Items such as Quenelles de 
Brochet Nantua (poached dump- 
lings of creamed pike in shellfish 
sauce); Coquelet % ['Estragon 
(whole spring chicken pot-roasted 
with butter and tarragon); and 
medaillon of prime Scotch fillet 
cooked in butter, served on toast 
with sauce poivrade, and a 
garnish of artichoke hearts, appear 
on the menu regularly. The Café 
Royal is also an agreeable spot in 
which to entertain if you wish to 
have local gentry to a meal. 
Beforehand, it would be advisable 
to discuss the menu with the 
maitre d‘hétel and study the wine 
list. 


Kebab-cum-canelloni 


We've all become reconciled to 
the fact that anything can be 
found in the New York area, 
including probably the only 
Persian-Italian restaurant any- 
where, including Persia or Italy. 
This is the Teheran, at 45 West 
44th Street in the heart of the 
legit strip. Its most enthusiastic 
regular patrons insist that it's one 
of the best restaurants in town. 
That's commendable as loyalty, 
but dubious as fact. But it is high 
praise indeed to be able to say 


that such acclaim, while probably 
overblown, is not ludicrous. 


virtues you might expect the two- 
tiered Teheran to be on the 
expensive side. It’s not. A complete 
luncheon averages between $2.60 
and $4.70; dinner $4.25 to $6.75. 
A la carte entrées are also 
painlessly priced. One Teheran 
aficionado, asked in what the 
Teheran specialized, _ replied: 
"They specialize in specialties.” 
Such an enthusiast is inclined to 
go a bit ecstatic when he lovingly 
describes the baked chicken 
Soraya, stuffed richly with apricots 
and deliciously glazed; Sultanese 
kebab (tender broiled beef or 
lamb with rice, egg yolk and 
sumac) ; the flavorful lemon soup, 
and the tang of beef Stroganoff. 
There are Italian dishes, many of 
them garlic-scented, including 
shrimp Capri, canelloni, /obster 
fra diavolo and scampi. 

The Teheran, it should be noted, 
is especially packed for cocktails, 
and with good reason. The 
libations are fine, but the stagger- 
ing platters on platters of 
finger-licking hot and cold hors 
d'oeuvres are on the house. 

Co-owner Hank Mazzucca, a 
graying handsome man, with a 
flashing Italian smile and a 
puckish sense of humor, took 
control of the Teheran in 1951 on 
April Fool’s Day, and has come a 
long way—just about to the top 
of the list for money-making 
restaurants in New York. He is 
charming at the welcoming door 
and gracious in the dining room as 
a host and maitre; yet he con- 
siders his real work to lie in the 
kitchen. He hovers over his stock 
pots and his stoves, and each day 
he visits his suppliers of not only 
meats but even such apparently 
mundane things as vegetables 
and salad greens. He believes it 
takes experience to perceive that 
little difference of quality by the 
feel and look of a head of lettuce, 
or the crumbling of a pinch of fat, 
or the marbling of a piece of beef. 
Need more be said? 


Stake-out in Milwaukee 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, is not only 
an unlikely place to find a good 
metropolitan restaurant, it's even 
an unlikely place to find oneself in. 
But if you're traveling on business, 
you can’t avoid it (no matter how 
hard you try). Should you finish 
your business there around even- 
ing, a compelling reason for 
staying overnight is Pier 611 
(611 North Milwaukee Street). 
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Walking through the door of 
Pier 611 is walking out of 
Wisconsin into New York. There 
is the immediate realization that 
this is really big-time; there is 
that air which makes you feel at 
once that you are in a good 
restaurant. The menu features 
“Steak by the Ounce’“—thus one 


Pattern of a professional 


has the opportunity to command 
as large a steak as one’s appetite 
demands. The meat is displayed in 
a refrigerated shop where you 
personally select your steak for 
the evening, be it New York strip, 
tenderloin embrochette, rib eye, 
ground, Chateaubriand or filet 
mignon. An eight-ounce minimum 
on all selections prevails, but the 
enterprising proprietors Roy and 
John Leopold suggest that an 
average ladies’ portion be eight to 
ten ounces and an average man’s 
12 to 14. The price of your steak 
(charged by the ounce, 33c to 59c 
per) includes appetizer, crisp 
salad, and baked Idaho, French 
fried or German style potatoes. 

Despite the bonanza of steak, | 
ordered fillet of snapper instead. 
The atmosphere suggested it. It 
turned out to be broiled and at 
its wonderful best garnished with 
toasted almond butter. 

In addition to the specialties 
mentioned there is Southern-style 
“Honey Dipped” chicken, calf’s 
liver, Denmark lobster tails, and 
Texas style B.B.O. shrimp. The 
managementis to be congratulated 
on the wines, particularly the 
properly gusty “reds” it has 
chosen to go with its beef. And 
there is good beer to appeal to 
those many discerning people 
who feel that the best drink of all 
with a thick steak pr an oozing 
red slab of roast beef is beer. 

Pier 611 is attractively housed 
and has an excellent bar and 
cocktail lounge.—Sheldon 
Landwehr 


While most World War II vocalists 
are but names vaguely remem- 
bered, faded pictures in sound, 
Peggy Lee remains in the fore- 


ground, relevant as ever. The 
reason is clear: the lady does her 
homework. She has never fallen 
behind or leaned on yesterday. 
She listens to all that is happening 
around her, evaluates it, then 
extracts that which is pertinent 
to her art. NET Presents Miss 
Peggy Lee, a recent 90-minute 
documentary programmed nation- 
ally, provides an inside view of the 
singer'smethods,anddemonstrates 
that her ease and effectiveness as 
an artiste are directly linked to 
thoughtful and extensive prepara- 
tion for performances. 

The cameras follow Miss Lee 
through various phases leading 
to a July opening at the Inter- 
national Hotel in Las Vegas. Her 
sense of organization and musical 
know-how are apparent through 
work sessions in the music room 
of her Beverly Hills home and a 
preview performance of the “new 
act” at the Mark Taper Forum of 
the Los Angeles Cultural Center. 
Absolutely nothing is left to 
chance. Everything is carefully 
weighed—from the selection and 
progression of material, to vocal 
treatment and orchestration, to 
clothes, make-up and stage 
lighting. The fluidity of the program 
and Miss Lee's high-level inter- 
pretative singing, however, make 
‘one forget how much sweat was 
involved in the preparation. 

Once a song is chosen, Peggy 


26 PENTHOUSE 


Milwaukee's Pier 611: co-owner and host John Leopold tempts 
guests. 


Performer Peggy: for the hope- 
lessly young of all ages. 


Lee mulls the meaning of the 
lyrics, dissects them, breaking the 
word patterns into meaningful 
phrases, all the while keeping the 
music in mind. She recites, then 
tentatively sings the sqng with her 
rhythm section. By the time an 
orchestrator is called in, Miss Lee 
has a pretty good hold on what she 
wants. The final product, a 
blending of ideas, which she 
deems "a collaboration of friends”, 
has her stamp. The current Lee 
album, A Natural Woman (Capitol 
ST-183), exemplifies her position 
on the pop scene. It speaks the 
language of today without 
shutting out the wisdom of 
yesterday. 

The songs, essentially from the 
contemporary bag, are tailored 
to the singer's dimensions by 
arrangers-conductors Mike 
Melvoin and Bobby Bryant. 
Multiple strands of now sound, 
emphasizing guitar, fender bass, 
and up-to-date drum patterns, 
interlace. The resulting scores are 
lean and clean, resilient, warmly 
individual, rather than pseudo- 
Basie—the all too common 
background for over-30 singers. 

From the opening oldie in 
modern dress, “My Heart Sings”, 
to the finale, Randy Newman's 
graphic expression of loneliness 
and emptiness, “I Think It’s Gonna 
Rain Today”, her sound is con- 
versational, sensuous and 
believable. The gamut is run from 
the revelation of love to its more 
disappointing aspects, from a plea 
for equality for all people (Sly 
Stone's “Everyday People”) to a 
comment on the need for under- 
standing and the disappearance 
of hate, Percy Mayfield’s “Please 
Send Me Someone to Love”. 

A singer whose range is not as 
extensive as that of Ella Fitzgerald 
or Sarah Vaughan, an entertainer 
not as facile on stage as a Sinatra 
or Sammy Davis, Peggy Lee has 
judiciously chosen to concentrate 


on bringing inner life to songs, 
drawing an audience to her by 
sharing common experiences, re- 
viewing some of her own, moving 
directly to the heart of things in 
song. And the memorable-looking 
Miss Lee has never had difficulty 
in attracting males to her cause. 
With the passage of time, however, 
she has cemented a bond with 
‘women as well. 

For the hopelessly young of all 
ages, sure they know all there is 
to know about one-to-one 
relationships, | suggest the key Lee 
performance in this album: “Don’t 
Explain’. A musical essay on love 
for a cheat, this Billie Holiday- 
Arthur Herzog) Jr. song, 
emerges as a lesson in resigned 
acceptance of reality. In her voice 
there is love, sorrow, and under- 
standing: “My life's your love, 
don't explain”. Memorable stuff. 

Speaking of memorable stuff, 
hear also Peggy Lee's latest 
triumph: “Is That All There !s?” 
Her version of the Jerry Leiber- 
Mike Stoller song, produced by 
that team and arranged by young 
Randy Newman, was released 
this fall after six months in the 
Capitol vaults. A Kurt Weill 
item, with progressive deteriora- 
tion of idealism as its subject, the 
record caught on quickly though 
counter to existing trends. The 
song's success might have some- 
thing to do with the pessimism 
prevalent in our country. But 
maybe Peggy Lee just touched 
that special place within us, as 
she so frequently has in the past. 
(For a slice of that past try Peggy 
Lee’s Greatest —_ Hits—Capitol 
DKAO-377). 

As for her future, it will surely 
be a matter of continuing explora- 
tion and self discovery. Listen! 


Discography 
Blue Note’s Three Decades of 


Jazz, Vol 1 1939-49 (BST- 
89902) ; Vol Il, 1949-59 
(BST-89903), and Vol. Ill, 


1959-69 (BST-89904). A parti- 
cularly notable six-record 
anthology—two records to each 
package—celebrating Al Lion and 
Frank Wolff's foresight over their 
label's 30-year life. Contained in 
these albums are informing per- 
formances by such major jazz 
artistes as Sidney Bechet, the 
Port of Harlem Jazzmen featuring 
Frankie Newton, Edmond Hall, 
ke Quebec, Thelonius Monk, 
Donald Byrd, Horace Silver, Bud 
Powell, Clifford Brown, Sonny 
Rollins, John Coltrane, Jimmy 
Smith, Ornette Coleman and 
others.—Burt Korall 


You cantt give her too much of the real thing. 
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HOW TO 
BE A MEDIUM 
YOUNG TYCOON 


WITHOUT RE 


ALLY TRYING 


by Shepherd Mead 


Business got all that attention, 
people have been asking me: “'Is it 
really possible to rise from the mail 
room and become Chairman of the 
Board before I’m 30?" Well, yes, it is. 
Thousands of clear-eyed young men 
have done it, and so can you. But 
sometimes it takes a little longer. Many 
of our latest case histories are of men 
who hadn't had the slightest ambition 
until they were over 30, amiable chaps 
who had done little but dabble in the 
secretarial pool. Is there any hope for 
them? Is it too late for them to start? 
Definitely not. Our new studies indi- 
cate that the medium-young man, if 
properly guided, can amaze us all. The 
day of the medium-young tycoon is 
upon us. 
Modern business is changing every 
day—and you can learn how to make 
these changes work for you. 


How to make Industrial 
Democracy work for you 


Companies are getting larger and 
larger—and the larger the company the 
more industrial democracy there is. 
This means, essentially, that everybody 
can take part in all decisions. The 
purpose of this is that nobody can be 
blamed for anything. You can’t throw 
out everybody, can you? It also means 
that everyone can look good in a 
meeting, without sticking out his neck. 
Whatever goes wrong, you can always 
say you were against it. 

On all sides you'll find impatience 
with this system, especially after a 
meeting lasting eight hours to arrive at a 
group decision that one man could 
make in five minutes. Just remember 
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that it is a sacrifice we must all make. 
And also remember that when your 
company gets so large that nobody 
knows who is in charge any more, then 
victory, and power, will go to the man 
with the biggest battalions. Build them! 


How to raise 
your own army 


No doubt you started by being a 
member of somebody else's army. In 
other words, you were somebody's 
Fair-Haired Boy. Many ask this question 
“Am | too old to be a fair-haired boy ?” 
The answer is: no. You can be a fair- 
haired boy long after you have lost your 
hair—since a FHB is anybody who 
makes life easier and more pleasant for 
those at the top. Many skilled operators 
have maintained an old-school-tie or 
hobby-buddy relationship with the Top 
Brass well into their sixties, or even 
seventies. 

However, this must not stop you from 

taising your own army. Remember that 
young men are looking to you for 
guidance and advancement—especially 
advancement. Give it to them—for a 
price. You will soon find that you can 
delegate almost all your duties to them. 
However: 
1. Never delegate the pocketbook. The 
man who controls the salaries of his 
subordinates can be sure they will be 
firmly on his side: 

“No need to have you troubled with 
all these salary matters, sir, and all this 
begging for raises. Be glad to save you 
the embarrassment.” 

“Oh? Think you can manage it, 
Lynch ?” 

“Oh, yes, sir. Keep ‘em happy. Keep 
the carrot in front of their little noses— 
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but don’t let ‘em eat it very often. No 
need to have them all hating you for 
keeping them down, sir, I'll take the 
blame.” ~ 

“Good thinking, Lynch.” (He may 
believe he-has lost a chore, but he has 
actually lost an army.) 
2. Be generous to your troops. But seem 
to be more generous than you are. It 
may not be your money, but it will be 
your budget : 

| know it seems like a tragic 

story, Mr. Lynch, but | really do need the 
money |" 

“And I'll do the best | can, lad! It’s 
my duty to my boys! Like pulling teeth, 
though, these days. May have to wait 
until the end of the fiscal period! 

3. Communicate. Use your troops. for 
communication—not the official, or 
memo-type, but the unofficial, or real- 
McCoy grapevine. No real truth ever 
appears in memos, which, as we all 
know, are designed only to impress 
others. There are two basic grapevines : 
(a) The junior-executive grapevine, 
which will give you the latest on all the 
movements of other political troops ; 
(6) The secretary grapevine, which will 
keep you posted on who is sleeping 
with whom, knowledge which can well 
be a matter of corporate life or death. 

And, in fact. if you can manage to 
control the salaries of all the secretaries 
in your area, you will have many fringe 
benefits, and may indeed be cock of the 
walk, and lord of all you survey. 


Battles and 
how to fight them 


Most major battles take place in 
meetings, and once you have a large 
standing army you will find that your 
opinions pull a much greater weight. 
Let us say you are in a policy-making 
meeting consisting of 30 or 40 execu- 
tives, including several squadrons of 
your own troops. Watch your fortunes 
rise as one after another of them tees-off : 

and in closing I'd like to say— 
not only that the whole Lynch concept 
is potentially fruitful—but that we owe a 
real debt of gratitude to Mr. Lynch!" 


The computer 
is your friend 


All companies today are really run by 
computers. The meetings and the memos 
are just a kind of occupational therapy 
to give the people something to do. 
Make a friend of your computer. It can 
help you. 

This means, actually, making a friend 
of the girl who runs it. Some of these 
girls are beautiful, and if so they will 
have small need of your friendship. 
Find one who is triumphantly ugly and 
your fortune is made: 

“Don't mind me, darling. | just like 
to watch you. Marvelous the way you 
can tame that monster, and make it lick 
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your hand!" 

“Qooooh, Mr. Lynch, it isn’t so hard! 
Anybody could do it!” 

Never take advantage of the com- 
puter girls. And don’t expect any big 
changes. However, once you become a 
teally c/ose friend, just get her to move 
your decimal point one place over. It’s 
a small thing. 

“It isn't that | want more money, 
Drusilla. It's the opportunity to accom- 
plish things.” 

Though you will be making ten times 
as much money, after taxes the take- 
home pay will be scarcely noticeable. 
But we don’t live for bread alone. The 
computer will decide that anyone in 
your bracket must have a suite of 
offices and three secretaries (two for 
work and one for play) and a limousine. 
It will put you in charge of a division, 
which it will then run for you. 

But the important thing is that every- 
one will hang on every word you say. 
Remember this simple rule: if you're 
making $10,000 a year and say some- 
thing stupid, everyone will laugh; at 
$25,000 they'll think they misunder- 
stood you; but at $100,000: 

“Incredible! If anybody else said that 
to me. I'd say he was crazy!" 

“Not Lynch. Obviously a genius. 
You know how much he makes?” 

Have ideas: A very large salary will 
also make it possible for you to have 
ideas. The larger the company, the more 
dangerous it is to have an original idea. 
In the $10,000 bracket it can ruin your 
career: 

“Watch out for Lynch. Troublemaker. 
Wants to change the whole procedure !” 

But at the $100,000 level : 

“Lynch is expensive, but he’s worth 
it! Changing the whole procedure! 
Brilliant! Why can’t you have ideas like 
that, Squatch ?” 


How to get 
a new job 


In some companies, however, the 
management actually understands how 
the computer works, and in this case 
you may be forced to find a new job. 
It is of course best to do this while you 
are still clinging to the old job. And in 
today’s business world you can cling 
longer than you think. The larger the 
company, the longer it takes to fire you. 
In the largest companies it may even 
be impossible to be fired. You will just 
be sent to another department. 

But once the handwriting is on the 
wall, act quickly. Remember, however, 
that today no one just goes out looking 
for jobs. The jobs are out looking for you. 
And the people who do this for a 
living are called head-hunters, or 
placement agents. 

The trick is to make sure that yours 
is the head they're after. They must 
always seem to be looking for you. 
You must never be looking for them. 


How to use 
head-hunters 


One good device is to let them know 
you're searching for assistants. This is 
effective even if you don’t have any 
assistants, and no possibility of getting 
them. 

Choose a day when your boss is out, 
and have the placement agent come to 
see you: 

“Hope you'll forgive this old place. 
They're getting me a new work bench.” 
(Your feet are resting on a teak, silver, 
and old onyx desk worth $5,000.) 

“Actually very impressive, Mr. Lynch.” 
(He is already thinking what his com- 
mission would be on your salary.) 

“Can you find a place to sit?” (There 
are leather easy chairs for nine.) “Or 
would you rather pop downstairs to the 
little pub?” (This is especially good if 
the place downstairs is something like 
The Four Seasons.) 

“This is quite all right, Mr. Lynch.” 

“Long-term project, this. Trying to 
find two or three fellows who can help 
me with some of my chores—so that one 
day | can spread my wings.” 

“You might be leaving yourself?” 
(His little wheels are turning.) 

“Nothing immediate. Can‘t tell you 
how happy | am with these people. 
Just want more, er, scope, eventually. 
But we're not talking about me. Just 
find me a few boys—nothing expensive 
—just some kids at 20-30,000 to start—* 

Three or four exercises like this with 
different agents, and you'll soon receive 
a number of hushed telephone calls: 

“Perhaps we could meet for a bite of 
lunch, Mr. Lynch. Something very 
interesting has come up—* 


How to bounce 
back 


If. in the course of this operation, 
something slips, you may find yourself 
out on the street. Don't be dismayed. It 
may seem to you that an Organization 
Man without any Organization is in a 
dangerous fix. But there are several good 
devices you can use: 

The Ran-My-Own-Shop approach. 
All men who have lived under a large 
organizational wing have great respect 
for anyone who has run his own 
business, however small, because they 
have a sneaking feeling they could never 
do it themselves : 

“And where have you been working, 
Mr Lynch ?” 

“Been running my own shop. Like the 
responsibility. Tight little operation. 
Small set-up.” (/n fact. your desk was 
over the garage.) 

“Why do you want to stop?” 

“Just wanted to prove / could do it!” 
(This is good, gives you a look of self- 
reliance, courage, and guts.) “And now 
| know that | can! Began to get a bit 
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lonesome. May not make as much 
money, but | like the old team spirit!” 
(No good making him think you're a 
hermit, or a prickly personality.) 

The You-Only-Live-Once approach. 
Let us say you've been languishing in 
the back bedroom for a few months and 
are fit to be tied. You ask yourself: 
“Should | go and beg for a job ? Should 
| take anything ?’” The answer is no, you 
should not. 

Remember that deep in the heart of 
every captive organization man is the 
dream of Escape. The slightest hint of 
freedom will send him into an ecstatic 
trance. 

Give yourself a deep, nearly black tan. 
Only your face and hands will show; if 
you can no longer afford to get the sun 
lamp fixed, there are several good tans 
you can rub on from a bottle. Dress in a 
devil-may-care cosmopolitan manner, 
with an Italian blazer, espadrilles, or 
desert boots. Wear the remains of a 
spade beard, carry a copy of Figaro 
under your arm,+and a pack of 
Gauloises. You are ready for the 
interviewer: 

“And what have you been doing, Mr 
Lynch?” 

“Gauloise ?” 

“No thanks.” . 

(Light one yourself.) ‘| was sitting at 
a desk like yours. Said to myself, “You 
only live once!’ Wouldn't trade the last 
eight months for all the computers at 
IBM!" (/f he begins to tremble slightly, 


carry on.) “This time last Tuesday | was 
on the quai at Cannes—and two weeks 
ago—tTunis !” 

(He may begin to sob softly to him- 
se/f.) 

“New man now, though! Ready for 
work |" 

Soon you will have a new position of 
power and responsibility. 


Be a tycoon 


One day, however, you will want to 
rise all the way to the top, to go out on 
your own and be a tycoon. It is much 
easier than you think. 

The first step is to seem to be a tycoon. 
Once you seem to be one you will be 
one. Nobody ever gave you any money 
before, but once people think you are a 
tycoon, they will give you all they have. 
This is based on the old law: the less 
people need money, the more likely 
they are to get it. 

“No, no,” you will say to them. “I 
don't need the money!” (A/ways try to 
beat them off.) 

“Please, please, take it!’ they will 
say. “Just put it with yours, and let it 
grow |" 

“But how do/ seem to be a tycoon?” 

You'll have to get used to acting like 
the really rich. Remember that ostenta- 
tion and flashy spending are for the 
ribbon clerks. The very rich are all 
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mighty close with a buck. This is why 
they've got it. Learn to talk like this: 

“All very well for you, George, on 
your expense account, throwing around 
your company’s money. This is my own. 
Tell me, waiter, is there a reduction if | 
don't have the tartare sauce ? Very good, 
I'll have a slice of lemon. Goes with it, 
doesn't it?” 

Or: “Got to hurry, old boy. Prices go 
up 35 cents after six.’’ 

Or: “Take this parking meter. Still has 
11 minutes on it. Mustn’t waste, you 
know.” 

Never carry money. The really rich 
never carry a dime. It is assumed that 
others will tend to the pennies: 

“Give it to him, George. Don’t keep 
the man waiting.” 

Remember that everyone will be 
grateful to do these things for you. They 
feel that, somehow, the money will be 
returned to them many times over. Let 
them keep on thinking this. 

All this is good only if it is combined 
with .absolutely outrageous tycoonery 
and jet-set-manship. For example, go 
only to restaurants where the waiters 
bring telephones to the table, and have 
a secretary or girl-friend phone you, 
continually. Pretend impatience, never 
reply in more than a few curt phrases, 
like: 

“Yes, put him on... No, George, no. 
What would we do with another rail- 
road ? 

Or: "No, Harry, not unless it’s the 
voting stock, and not a penny’s worth 
over 51%.” 

Or: “But it’s settled, old boy. I'll 
put mine in my Foundation, and you put 
yours in yours, and with Genevieve's 
dime’s worth, we've got control |” 

Or, just have a friend turn on the 
electric mixer and phone you: 

“It's your helicopter pilot on the radio 
telephone, sir. Says he’s flying overhead 
now. Do you wish the telephone brought 
to your table?” 

“Heavens no. Tell him to put down 
and save the fuel. Won't be needing him 
for hours.” 

Another good device is the boyish 
gift from far places : 

“Good grief, Lynch, what is it?” 

“Fresh dates, old boy, picked ‘em 
myself, yesterday. Hope you'll forgive 
the oil spots. Damned gusher came 
through and got everything filthy. Have 
to take the bitter with the sweet.” 

Before you know it, people will be 
pressing money on you in enormous 
quantities, and you will be a tycoon 
indeed. Do remember, though, to bring 
it off quickly, while you're still young 
enough to enjoy it. Don’t wait till you're 
too old to live it up. After all, your Social 
Security will buy you all the milk toast 
you can eat. 

But when you do make it, and don’t 
know how to spend the money, drop 
me a line. I've learned all the ways. 


In days of old when knights 
were bold and the Pill 
hadn't been invented, it’s 
pretty obvious why maidens 
were in distress... 


by Brian Forbes 
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“So maybe it's kinky, St. George, ( 
but who's it hurting?~ 


“The abbott set you a quest. 
Sir Robert, not a conquest.” 
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“Remember rescuing a certain damsel in distress, fair Knight?” 


“It's just come from the College 
of Heralds—you're in bed with your 
own granddaughter!” 


“Depend upon it, Sir Gerald, the Black Knight won't ride again today." 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW /DR. PAUL NIEHANS 


PROPHET OF REJUVENATION 


a method Niehans first 
tried in an emergency operation, after 
long experimenting with animal trans- 


ear Vevey, by Switzerland’s Lake 

Geneva, stands the most contro- 
versial clinic in world medicine. Its 
founder, Professor Paul Niehans 
surgeon and endocrinologist, lays claim 
to having discovered not only a 
technique of rejuvenation but, more 
recently, a cure for cancer. Both treat- 
ments depend on injecting selected 
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animal cells, 


plants. Niehans has described the 
occasion, which occurred in 1931. A 
young surgeon had accidentally 


damaged a woman's thyroid gland 
while operating for goiter, and the 
woman was undergoing tetanic spasms. 


Niehans was called in to try an animal 
gland transplant as a last resort, but 
the woman “‘would have died under 
my hands on the operating table. | 
followed a sudden inspiration. | minced 
the animal glands, added a nutritive 
solution, and injected this cellular 
dilution. Anxious hours followed, but 
in the end the spasms stopped, the 
dying woman was saved. This was the 
day on which cellular therapy was born.” 

There is a respectable basis to the cell 
approach to therapy. The illness of the 
cell, as Virchow and earlier Paracelsus 
realized, precedes the illness of the 
organism. It was shown in the laboratory 
by Professor Alexis Carrel, the Nobel 
Prize-winning biologist, that healthy 
cells can revive dying cellular cultures. 
Nevertheless the Niehans applications 
of this principle are rejected by orthodox 
medicine, and the professor's main 
following is among hopeful patients, 
said to have included Somerset 
Maugham, Pope Pius XII (whose por- 
trait hangs in Niehans’s office), Lord 
Beaverbrook, Chancellor Adenauer, and 
King Ibn Saud. 

Now in his 88th year, the prophet of 
cellular therapy is a nephew of the last 
of the deposed Hohenzollerns of 
Germany. In 1853 the Crown Prince 
(later briefly Frederick Ill) fathered an 
illegitimate girl who was_ secretly 
bundled off to Switzerland and raised 
as Anna Kufmann. On her marriage to a 
Berne surgeon, Paul Niehans, her 
half-brother William II, last of the 
Kaisers, sent her a dowry, some jewelry, 
and a regular allowance. Dr. Niehans is 
her son. Originally meant for the 
church, he was a Doctor of Theology at 
21, but renounced his ministry within a 
year and rapidly graduated in surgery. 
He worked for the Red Cross in Serbia 
during the Balkan wars and was twice 
wounded in World War |, working on 
both the French and the Austrian sides. 

Today, after a long career in active 
surgery, Dr. Niehans still lives close by 
his clinic (which has beds for 30) but 
no longer directs it personally. He 
devotes all his energy, which remains 
substantial, to propagating his cellular 
methods, especially in their application 
to cancer. This is a demanding task, 
for Niehans’ detractors outnumber his 
disciples. Complaints against his 
system range from alleged risks to 
ineffectiveness (Jean Nohain, the 
French TV producer, said he derived no 
benefit), and auto-suggestion or the 
placebo effect have been advanced as 
explanations for any cures. 

For this exclusive Penthouse inter- 
view, Paul Tabori visited the pro- 
fessor in his Swiss home, where he 
found him a living advertisement for 
his claim—active and quick-minded, a 
tall. only slightly stooping figure with 
sparse white hair and searching blue 
eyes—and still convinced of his eventual 
recognition. 


Penthouse: How would you forecast the 
future of medicine? 

Niehans: The future is the solution of the 
problem of cancer. And that | have found. It is 
solved. Not only cancer cure, but cancer 
immunology. | have spent 50 years on this 
problem and | am convinced that untold 
thousands will no longer die of cancer if my 
prophylactic methods are adopted. 
Penthouse: Will you tell what these methods 
are and how you arrived at them? 

Niehans: It was in 1927 that | realized the 
oddity of this fact: among sheep, cancer is 
found only in one out of 17,000 animals. This 
has been established by the work of Hodgson 
in Halifax, Canada. At the same time one out 
of every five people die of cancer. An Australian 
sheep-farmer who had more than 40,000 
sheep was told by his veterinaries that during 
30 years they. had never found a cancerous 
growth in the internal organs of these animals. 
There are other animals, too, that are relatively 
cancer-resistant. But | chose sheep to provide 
the basic material of my therapy—because 
sheep are highly resistant to other diseases as 
well, exist in large herds throughout the world, 
have reached a high stage of mammalian 
development—and, an important factor, do not 
produce any noxious substances as a pro- 
tection against their enemies. They don't have 
to, of course, because they are protected by 
man. | started to occupy myself with the 
problem of cancer as a young doctor. Since 
then | have had to endure many a hostile 
attack, both by the medical and the daily press. 
Now, in my 88th year, | am past any resentment 
or anger about them. I feel | am in pretty good 
company. 

Penthouse: So your cancer methods are 
related to your cellular therapy ? 

Niehans: Cellular therapy is a treatment of 
biological immunity. Like everything in life it is 
subject to constant change and tries to supply 
the human cellular community consisting of 
approximately 40 trillion cells (the cortex alone 
is supposed to possess 14 million) with those 
therapeutically effective cells from fresh fetal or 
youthful tissues which the body needs for its 
revitalization. We have also developed such 
cellular supplies that can be preserved: for 
future use. Now all the cells of cancer-resistant 
animals are cancer-resistant themselves. More 
than 40 years ago | treated over 1,000 women 
who had difficulties with the menopause. | 
revitalized them with sheep ovary follicles and it 
‘struck me how extremely rarely they developed 
a carcinoma afterwards. This led me to the 
assumption that these cells were a protection 
from cancer. Today | am able to draw on the 
results of more than 50 years of close observa- 
tion and the results of a careful poll which 
gathered more than 1,000 replies. 

Penthouse: When did you first present your 
cancer therapy publicly ? 

Niehans: In 1966, when | delivered a lecture 
at the Papal Academy in Rome. | explained that 
cancer statistics were the statistics of mortality 
and therefore a long time is needed for their 
collation. | spoke of the advantage certain 
animals had over human beings in protection 
against cancer. How could it be explained? 
What did it consist of ? Animals populated the 
earth long before mankind. They had millions 
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Pope Pius XII (tog), Chancellor Adenauer, and 
Somerset Maugham all lived to ripe old age, 
after submitting to the Niehans treatment 
(though the doctor refuses to confirm any 
names). 


of years longer to acquire in constant struggle 
against cancer a relative resistance to it. 
Penthouse: Like the cellular therapy, this 
line of experiment has not been welcomed by 
orthodox medicine. Doesn’t this discourage 
you? 

Niehans: My opponents are principally the 
pharmaceutical companies, the manufacturers 
of drugs. Those are my true foes. They have 
used the physicians as a front—they have 
enlisted orthodox medicine as: their allies in 
their war against me. Let them come—I am 
not at all disturbed by their onslaught. You see, 
man is not an object that can be approached 
through chemistry or physics. That works for a 
while as the physicians who are called 
“pill-doctors” like to pretend. One can survive 
for a certain time on this basis but the true 
therapy must be biological. Pure biology. 
Penthouse: Do you anticipate that orthodox 
medicine will revise its attitude ? 

Niehans: Oh yes. Yes, indeed. It will take time 
but it is bound to happen. Things are already 
different today from what they were ten, 20 or 
30 years ago. It was very difficult then. The 
pillmakers made every possible difficulty, 
spent a lot of money. They even offered a 
professor | don’t know how many thousands of 
Swiss francs if he finished me off. The way he 
did it was to go to Rome and ask for an 
audience with the Holy Father, in order to 
discredit me in the Pope's eyes. He didn't 
succeed, | must add. | have done my work, 
achieved whatever was necessary. It is inherent 
in the actual facts. They can’t help coming 
round to my view. 

Penthouse: Meanwhile you perhaps reflect 
that numerous medical discoveries, right back 
to Semmelweis, the Hungarian anti-sepsis 
pioneer, were obstructed by the medical 
establishment of the day. 

Niehans: You're quite right. Semmelweis was 
locked up in a lunatic asylum. That's how far 
they went. But how did it work out, after his 
death? He became famous, his greatness was 
established—and all the others remained small 
like their minds. And Pasteur! Think of what 
they did to Pasteur! It was fearful—one would 
never have thought that bigotry and narrow- 
mindedness of the educated could go so far! 
As for me, well, they were comparatively 
modest in the things they did against me. | 
never took them really seriously—their attacks, 
their slanders, their lies. 

Penthouse: Here the question of results 
arises. What have you achieved with your 
cancer therapy, professor ? 

Niehans: According to the international 
cancer statistics one out of every five human 
beings dies of cancer. But if we inject cells of 
telatively cancer-resistant animals (that is, 
sheep), this proportion is reduced from 20% to 
1.2%. It seems that the cancer-resistance of 
‘these animals is transmitted to human beings 
and that living nature provides us hereby with 
the strongest protection against cancer yet 
discovered. 

Penthouse: Do you feel that these results are 
decisive, completely convincing ? 

Niehans: Yes. It was of course important for 
me to discover whether patients whom | have 
injected with cells of comparatively cancer- 
resistant animals and who keep strictly to my 
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instructions have really become cancer- 
resistant themselves. This | have been able 
to answer positively. Now | must find ways 
and means to treat the remaining 1.2%. In 
order to identify cancer at the earliest stage, we 
recommend acid or alkaline phosphatasis 
which enables us to discover cancer in its 
earliest forms with almost 100% certainty. 
Penthouse: Do you believe you have found 
the means to heal all forms of cancer? 
Niehans: Yes, | do. | asked Professor Hoepke 
of Heidelberg to control my work by careful 
experiments with animals, He and his colla- 
borator Landsberger implanted cancer in 1967 
into 60 non-cancer-resistant rats of an advanced 
age—the cancer age. Cancer developed in the 
control animals and they died of it. The 
remaining 30 animals were given injections of 
sheep cells, relatively cancer-resistant—in fact 
dried connective tissue cells. In these animals 
the cancerous implants remained small and they 
did not die. Hoepke wrote to me about it: “l am 
delighted with the results, for | am convinced 
that these researches confirm your view that a 
cancer prophylaxis is possible through the use 
of cells. There are no other means’ 
Penthouse: Nevertheless, 60 animals seem 
to be a somewhat small sample 

Niehans: The experiments are now being 
repeated with 1,000 animals and are about to 
be completed. The interim results are favorable. 
Penthouse: Presumably you have tested your 
treatment statistically on human beings too. 
Niehans: With a very simple method. | wrote 
to 1,000 people likely to die of cancer in their 
old age. | have worked 40 or 50 years on this 
project—so you can imagine that | have ample 
material to draw on, a wide horizon of pathology 
and immunology. | made arrangements with the 
families of these people to let me know in full 
detail the cause of death when it occurs. | 
insist on the greatest exactitude. These people 
have had my cellular therapy. And the results 
showed that instead of the average 20% only 
1.2% died of cancer.” 

Penthouse: These were all people who had 
received treatment from you? 

Niehans: Yes. Throughout the years | 
naturally kept a detailed record of my patients 
and these 1,000 control cases were drawn from 
these records. The final results were so sur- 
prising that | checked the figures not once but 
three times, in order to be sure that they were 
correct. And they were. 


40 PENTHOUSE 


Penthouse: Is there a full scientific explanation 
you can offer for this success ? 

Niehans: Look, we admire Nature for develop- 
ing the pancreatic beta islet-cells of the unborn 
child of a diabetic mother so efficiently that 
these cells provide not only for the needs of the 
child but also take care of the diabetic mother 
in such a way that she remains healthy until 
the child is born. So these cells taken from 
relatively cancer-resistant animals which have 
proved their worth in the fight against cancer, 
why should they not emerge victorious from 
the fight against millions of deadly cancer cells ? 
Penthouse: There is the point that cancer, 
according to a widely held theory, is not a 
single disease, and that there are many varieties 
of cancer. 

Niehans: Well, tumors are possible in every 
imaginable situation. That's obvious. 
Penthouse: Human bodies have the property 
of rejecting alien cells. How is this problem of 
rejection, so important in transplant surgery, 
overcome in your cellular therapy ? 

Niehans: | solved it by accident in the case of 
the woman whose parathyroid gland had been 
severely injured. This success was so striking 
that it changed my life, my whole outlook on 
medicine. The woman recovered and lived, | 
think, another 50 years—with never any 
parathyroid trouble. A glandular transplant 
takes at least an hour and a half even for the 
most experienced surgeon, but injection of the 
cells takes exactly one minute with all prepara- 
tions. It worked! Doctors said: It's too quick, 
it’s too easy ! You can’t do it. But we have done 
it. | have administered 42,000 injections—and 
not a single death! 

Penthouse: Do you expect that your system 
will be accepted in the near future? 

Niehans: It is already accepted, already being 
practiced. Take Dr. René B. Henry in Paris. He 
has kept under observation over a period of 
five years 4,500 elderly patients who had been 
injected with sheep cells and found only two 
cases of cancer among them. He wrote to me 
a short while ago: “I am convinced, like you, 
that injections from cancer-resistant cells do 
not promote the formation of cancer but, on the 
contrary, hinder it.” Remember that Professor 
Rous received the Nobel Prize for Medicine 
in 1965 for his contributions to knowledge of 
the viral etiology of tumors after more than 50 
years’ research. This is another proof that in 
the present state of science it is no longer 
utopian to tackle the cancer problem in the 
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viro-immunological way. 
Penthouse: How far gone can a cancer 
growth be to remain treatable by your cell 
injection? 

Niehans: It makes no difference. There have 
been most: interesting experiments in this 
respect. Sarcoma is the most virulent form of 
cancer. Professor Hoepke of Heidelberg decided 
to test my therapy in the way | have already 
described—implanting sarcomas into non- 
resistant rats. No matter how advanced the 
cancerous growth was, the animals whom he 
treated with my cellular therapy did not die of 
ita 

Penthouse: When you addressed the Ponti- 
fical Academy on your discoveries, why do you 
suppose your lecture received so little attention ? 
Niehans: Well,you see, most of my audience 
consisted of English-speaking people, and | 
spoke German, That was a fatal mistake. | 
should have given my lecture in English, which 
I speak quite as fluently as | do German or 
French. That was entirely my fault, 
Penthouse: Your writings, presumably, are 
translated for the English market. 

Niehans: Yes, the work is done in Ireland, 
but those people in Dublin committed a very 
stupid error. They changed the title, and 
instead of Trockenzelle (dry cell) they wrote of 
siccative cells. That's the technical term for 
substances that accelerate the drying of 
vegetable oils (a process used in paint manu- 
facture). They used the German version of this 
adjective and in English this became “sick” 
cell—a pathological cell. From that moment 
both England and America were barred to my 
therapy—just because of this idiotic mis- 
translation. 

Penthouse: You're not putting this forward as 
the main obstacle to the adoption of your 
cells discovery ? 

Niehans: No, the real trouble is that I'm not 
willing to let the pharmaceutical interests 
exploit it for their own financial advantage. If 
I had allied myself to some big drug firm... 
they came to me, three gentlemen from a big 
British chemical concern—a giant trust—and 
said “We'll give you anything you ask for, but 
we must have the patents of your discovery”. 
Penthouse: What was your response? 
Niehans: | set conditions. First, that they 
must actually market the cells—not just buy 
my discovery and then put it into cold storage. 
Secondly, they must fix a price that would make 
the treatment available to even thé poorest. | 
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said, if they accepted my terms, they could have 
it really cheaply. 
Penthouse: And they didn’t like those terms ? 
Niehans: Indeed they didn’t. They said it 
wouldn't suit them at all. They wanted to buy 
it for a high price—and then do as they pleased. 
| wouldn't accept that. | haven't worked for 
decades only to have my discoveries buried. 
| wasn't interested in their money. | have 
enough to live on for the rest of my life. 
Penthouse: Can we talk about some other 
potentially important medical developments for 
preserving life and health? For instance, 
transplant surgery. 
Niehans: As a surgeon myself | know what 
immense difficulties are connected with these 
transplants, whether of heart, liver or kidneys. 
| respect the pioneers—but on the whole this 
is a retrograde ‘step. Cell therapy works far 
better with cardiac patients than a transplant: 
They don't die of rejection. What Barnard does 
is wonderful, but it isn’t the road to the future. 
It's a step back to earlier transplant operations, 
like transplanting thyroid glands. All this has 
been done before except that we did not 
attempt heart transplants. | don’t think these 
operations will serve large communities or the 
average person. 
Penthouse: In America there's the hope of 
deep-freezing bodies of people who die of 
incurable diseases, so that in 50 years or so 
when there's a cure they can be thawed out, 
healed and revived. 
Niehans: Never had anything to do with it. 
Penthouse: But you have heard about it? 
Niehans: Yes. It's nonsense. 
Penthouse: Because the brain would be 
damaged ? 
Niehans: Probably. But even if this problem 
were solved what-would be gained ? They have 
put away a lot of people—perhaps in a coma, 
a deep sleep, perhaps as creatures with sus- 
pended life functions. They are not living, 
active human beings any more. It is an interest- 
ing, a very interesting idea but nothing more. 
Penthouse: You have heard about the procaine 
treatment developed in Rumania by Professor 
Anna Aslan? 
Niehans: Yes—but I'd rather not speak about 
it. Except that hers has to be administered for 
years, a permanent medication—while my 
cellular therapy has to be administered only 
‘once. There are people who come back to me 
after a few years and say, “We have been stupid, 
we have started to smoke again’—you see, | 
give them strict instructions on their way of 
life after they have had my injection. 
Here Niehans produced a card containing 
the following injunctions: 
TO MY PATIENTS! 
Your organism has been given precious cells 
which start to work after 34 months. | beg you 
not to damage them in any way! Therefore: 
NO X-rays without protecting the rest of the 
body 
NO short-wave treatment, no ultra-violet rays 
NO very hot hair drier 
NO bath-cures in radioactive thermal stations 
NO sunbaths, no Turkish baths, no sauna baths, 
no diathermy 
NO poisons, such as nicotine, concentrated 
alcohols 
NO drugs (if possible) and no hormones 
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These instructions are for your whole life long. 
Penthouse: Would you explain some of 
these injunctions? Why no sunbathing, for 
example? 

Niehans: The body defends itself against the 
rays of the sun. And what does it do? It 
turns human beings into negroes. They become 
first red, then brown—all this involves the 
defensive mechanism of the body. | want to 
spare my patients such an experience, which 
can easily neutralize the effect of my therapy. 
Penthouse: This applies also to short waves ? 
Niehans: Yes, and to X-rays, too. Submitting 
to them would weaken the efficacy of the 
cellular therapy. Remember how, before they 
developed proper protection, the radiologists 
lost their fingers, became crippled, were even 
killed by the effect of radium. These days they 
use effective shields against radiation of every 
sort. But | have seen colleagues who had no 
fingers left at all—that's how drastically it can 
affect the human body. 

Penthouse: It’s always been a snag with 
X-ray treatment of cancer that too large a dose 
can kill healthy cells as well as diseased. 
Niehans: There was little choice, as long as 
they lacked my biological-immunological 
method—just the knife or the rays. 
Penthouse: In this century average life 
expectancy has been increased. Do you think 
this trend will continue in the next 50 years? 
Niehans: The increase hasn't been as great as 
it could have been. But certainly the average 
lifespan will be extended. That's not what I'm 
after, though. | want to make people healthier, 
more capable of work and life enjoyment. 
Penthouse: Won't longer lives bring more 
disease, more demands for medical treatment? 
Niehans: That shouldn't be necessary, we 
have cells to deal with every possible disease. 
Someone suffering from a liver complaint is 
given liver cells, someone afflicted with 
arteriosclerosis of the brain is given brain cells 
and so on. We could expand our field of 
operations—we are completely up to any 
demand. 

Penthouse: Unfortunately cellular therapy is 
still a rather expensive treatment, isn’t it? 
Niehans: We are experimenting with a much 
cheaper method. | don't want to talk 
prematurely, but our experiments are on a 


large scale and | am sure they will bring 
success. 

Penthouse: Apart from the treatment there's 
also the question of how you arrive at a 
diagnosis. 

Niehans: Yes, indeed. And there is a wonderful 
diagnostic method—that of the Nobel Prize- 
winner, the late Professor Emil Abderhalden, 
an infallible method. You see, he was seeking 
for the defensive ferments. Every disease 
creates or forms defensive ferments; 
Abderhalden extracted these from the patient's 
body and, having analysed them, was able to 
establish against which disease the ferments 
had been produced, for each has its charac- 
teristics. | have used the same diagnostic 
method which | have found infallible. 
Penthouse: What nationality was Professor 
Abderhalden ? 

Niehans: Swiss. But his own country didn’t 
accept his work, so he went to Germany where 
he became justly famous. 

Penthouse: At 88 you no longer run your 
clinic, which has been taken over by your 
assistant Dr Michel so that you can concentrate 
on your cancer campaign Do you spend much 
time in the laboratory ? 

Niehans: My laboratory is my desk. You will 
always find me here. | spend the whole day at 
work. 

Penthouse: Do you follow any particular 
regimen? 

Niehans: No, | don't. | really pay no attention 
to what | eat or drink. | live according to the 
commands of my body. And the body has a 
wisdom far beyond our learning. Once | had 
a child patient in the hospital where | worked. 
It was on the point of dying; and we had no 
idea why. Specialists came, one after the other, 
made a thorough examination, and found 
nothing. Then one day | came into the ward 
and | heard the nurse scolding the poor mite. 
She explained : “It's terrible what the child does. 
As soon as it gets dark, it crawls to a corner of 
the room behind a curtain and starts peeling 
off the chalk and eating it.” I said | should have 
been told long ago. That's how | found out 
that he had a calcium-deficiency. So we gave 
him some parathyroid extract, a hefty regular 
dose, which regulated his metabolism. That has 
always been my method, not to provide the 
missing ingredient but something that regulates 
the body's biological balance, restores it. And 
the child was cured within a short time. Its body 
was wiser than all the specialists—it knew what 
it wanted even if it was unable to obtain it in 
the proper form. 

Penthouse: And you believe that our bodies 
are biologically wiser than the scientists ? 
Niehans: Much much wiser. 

Penthouse: So the various institutes and 
laboratories devoted to cancer research will 
become unnecessary? For instance, a friend 
of ours is head of an institute of tumor biology 
in Sweden. He is also a member of the Nobel 
Prize Committee for Medicine— 

Niehans: He will have to find something else 
to do—as soon as my therapy becomes generally 
accepted . . . But before he closes up shop, he 
could do one thing—perhaps you wouldn't 
mind suggesting it to him. | am almost 88—I 
really think it's time | got the Nobel Prize. 
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he subject of this month’s 


pictorial appreciation was telling us about her native 
Argentina. “The ranches are huge”, she said, “often several 
million acres. Argentines seem to own no land at all or lots 
of it—they don’t do things by halves.” With this last 
proposition we don't think there will be any inclination to 
disagree on the part of anybody appraising our prodigiously 
proportioned Pet of the Month, Tamara Santerra, who stands 
5ft 7in tall and presents statistics of 37-22-36. 

She was born in Buenos Aires 19 years ago, but has yet 
to live in her homeland for more than three months at a 
time. This circumstance arises from her father's employment 
in the Argentine consular service, which has brought him 
postings in numerous countries. “| went to nursery school 
in Holland, kindergarten in Bolivia, a French lycee for 
several years, and now that my father’s due to work in the 
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United States | hope to go to university there.’ The effect 
of all this travelling on Tamara? ‘’| don’t really feel at home 
anywhere, but | don't feel completely strange anywhere 
either. You learn to adjust.” 

Another eff it would seem, is that absence makes the 
heart grow fonder, since Tamara unhesitatingly plumps for 
her own Argentina as the most appealing of all the countries 
encountered during her growing-up years. ‘Buenos Aires 
is sophisticated, cosmopolitan—you know, it's the largest 
Spanish-speaking city in the world. Yet you only have to go 
about 20 miles outside and you can’t see a house in any 
direction. The land seems all bare because trees aren't 
found naturally in Argentina—the few that are there were 
all planted by hand. So when you see long rows of pine or 
Australian cypress you know they'll lead to one of those 
huge Argentine ranches.” 

Tamara plans to graduate at an eastern U.S. co-educational 
university, but for one who makes such an impact in the 


46 PENTHOUSE 


My maths are terribly 

gi pted by a good university ? I'm 

guages will make up for it. | speak French, and some German, 

besides Sp English.” One thing's for sure: if university entry requires an 
interview, Tamara is in 

‘unning senorita confesses to a ess fora ty of male not too common 

among her compatriots silent type. ‘““Men’who have a lot of chat, and 

try to tell entertaining sto ard at g me always strike me as 

cover up a sort of unsuren about themselves. Besides, | feel it’s a 


woman's role to amuse men, rather than the other way round.” 


§ 
Whether am few men are going to find Tamara’s company 
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Winter had come to the Piney Woods and the 
fox sat alone in his freezing den, exhaling the 
top halves of exclamation points and shivering. 
He could easily have built himself a fire but he 
was too depressed. Indeed, he was too 
depressed to do anything. This depression arose 
from the stark incompatibility of two separate 
facts. Fact one: The fox was the vainest, 
vaingloriest, narcissisticest animal that ever 
there was. Fact two: He had got fat. 

He had got so fat that he could no longer 
bear to look at himself in the mirror. He had got 
so fat that he never undressed, not even to 
sleep, for fear of not being able to re-stuff him- 
self into his clothes. 

Now, over the previous months the fox had 
attempted to rectify the situation. He had gone 
on diets—43 of them, to be exact. But because 
he was an animal of little will, the diets were 
disasters. Steadily, inexorably, the fox had 
grown fatter. Now, in an agony of self- 
reproach he was casting about in his mind for a 
remedy—any remedy, no matter how far- 
fetched or improbable. 

“I'll. go where there isn't so much as a crust,” 
said the fox to himself, “and I'll chain myself toa 
fencepost. No, that’s no good,” he added, after 
a moment's reflection, “my enemies would 
bring me food.” He thought again and said: 
“I'll put my feet in a bucket of cement and have 
myself thrown in the river! No,” he added after a 
moment's reflection, “the water would be cold 
—it might even be deep and I'd drown.” He 
continued to think up and reject other desperate, 
scatterbrained, and totally unworkable or 
death-provoking ideas. 

He had almost resigned himself to reynard 
rotundity, when it suddenly struck him that 
maybe some tight-fitting, garment-like device 
could be fashioned which, once fixed in place, 
could not possibly be got off unless the wearer 
shrank inside it. The fox began to pace thought- 
fully. Perhaps, this time, he was on to some- 
thing 

The more ponderous and uncomfortable this 
corset device, reasoned the fox, the more 
assiduously he would diet to get it off. He 
began to consider material and design. Cloth, 
no matter how thick, simply would not do. 
Wood ? Perhaps, but at a pinch too easily bitten 
through. There was nothing forit but metal. 

The fox had been so deep in thought that 
when he sat down again he was genuinely 
surprised to discover that he was holding a 
triple-decker cheese-and-sausage sandwich in 
his left hand. He began to eat pensively. 

Then, all at once, he had it. He smiled a smile 
from the soul and finished his sandwich in the 
first real tranquillity he had known for months. 
He would be slim again. His path was clear. 
That very afternoon he would go to the black- 
smith’s, where he would cause to have 
hammered, and bent, and welded about his 
person—a pair of iron knickers. 

And that’s exactly what he did. The black- 
smith, an elderly and unimaginative stoat, dis- 
charged his commission as if the construction of 
iron knickers for overweight foxes was a task he 
performed every other day. This irritated the fox 
but he took satisfaction, if that is the word, in 
the fact that the iron knickers were incredibly 
uncomfortable. Wincing and grimacing and 
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rolling his eyeballs with every step, he made his 
tortuous way back home. 

He was still some yards from his den when 
the rat and the toad, taking an after-luncheon 
stroll together, espied him and started hopping 
over. 

“Just my bloody luck!” thought the fox 
furiously, “the two unfunniest, self-styled wits 
in the whole Goddam wood!" 

“Kee-rist! Foxy!” croaked the toad. “What 
in the hell have you got on?” 


“| am wearing,” said the fox with dignity 
(and in great pain), “a new slimming apparatus 
of my own design.” 

“Looks like a pair of iron knickers to me,” 
said the toad, “Haw! Haw!" 

“Iron knickers! Iron knickers!” squeaked the 
rat, and immediately collapsed in hysterics. 

“I've heard of stay-press trousers,” the toad 
managed to gasp through his laughter, “but this 
is ridiculous!” 

“Hey! | got a great title for a Dumas novel 
wheezed the rat: “Are you ready for it? The— 
The Fox In The Iron Knickers ! Haw Hee Haa!!" 

Soon the fox was the laughing-stock of the 
entire Piney Woods. But he was getting 
thinner. Oh, not nearly thin enough, as yet, to 
divest himself of the terrible iron knickers, but 
he was making progress, and at night he would 
lie in bed, his face contorted with pain and 
imagine himself, two months hence, svelte, and 
gloriously, blessedly—knickerless. 

After the fox had been a captive of the iron 
knickers for about a week, it chanced that he 
was sitting by himself in a little clearing by the 
brook. He was seated so as to be able to look in 
the water and admire his reflection whenever 
he wished, as his weight loss, slight though it 
was, had already fined down the lines of his 
face, and he was more in love with himself than 
ever. But when he again looked in the pool, he 
saw not one fox face, but two. 

He looked up. He blinked. He looked again. 

There, standing just on the other side of the 
water was the most beautiful, utterly ravishing 
vixen he had ever laid eyes on, His heart 
pounded. His blood raced. “Hallo,” he 
managed to say, 

“Hallo, big boy," drawled the vixen, in a 
voice as sultry as a sauna, “How would you 
like a littlk—company ?” 

“| wouldn't say no to a little—company,” 
said the fox. And winked. And stuck his tongue 
in his cheek. And felt the coursing pulsations of 
his manhood well within him. 

And screamed. 

“What's wrong?” said the surprised vixen. 
“Are you in pain or something 2?” 

“ARRRGGGGHHH .. .” gurgled the fox, his 
eyeballs humming in their sockets. 

“Poor thing,” drawled the vixen, “let momma 
make it all better.” She began to wade over to 
the other side, where the fox was rolling 
around on the ground. 

“Stay away from me, woman! For pity’s 
sake, stay away!” shouted the fox. 

“But why ?” said the vixen, “I don’t get it.”” 

“And you won't, madame,” said the fox, “at 
least not from me. Oh, ooh, ooh!" 

“Whatever's wrong 2” said the vixen. 

“For God's sake, use your eyes,” said the fox, 
who was somewhat recovered: “| am wearing a 
pair of tight-fitting iron knickers!" 

The vixen looked, and saw, and considered 
the situation. 

Then she said: "Kinky, baby—but | like sex 
straight. Sorry.” She loped gracefully off and 
the fox never saw her again. 


MORAL It is better to have loved and lost than 
never to have loved at all—so don’t make it 
harder for yourself by getting locked up in a 
pair of iron knickers. OF 
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@ You're a bachelor in 
San Francisco now. Four girls 
to every three men—it's like 
shooting fish in a barrel. But 
you've got to learn to shoot fast. ..@ 


Sleep Quick Sleep Fast 


FICTION BY WILLIAM C. ABEEL 


‘m sitting in this lawyer's office. For a divorce, it's good to 
have a lawyer who's a friend. I’m relieved it’s over, 
suspicion, bitterness shows in my face, and am sorry if it 
does. | should feel celebratory, but does a patient recover- 
ing from a threatening ailment feel more than relief? Sid’s 
attitude indicates he expects me to be converted into a 
college boy, but | feel aged at 33. My time is past, the new 
life's not my bit, it moves too fast. What became of kinder 
times? Whatever became of courtship, bevelled calling 
cards, porch swings, and ‘May | kiss you goodnight ?” 

“She's a swinger,” Sid is saying to me. ‘Came to the 
office. She sits like this. Likes to show her legs. Skirt pulled 
up to here. She's about five foot seven. Shingled hair. The 
outdoor look. Just your type.” 

“I'm not interested in any women right now,” | say. 

“She complained about the fags in San Francisco,” he 
goes on. ‘Said there were no real men here. | offered to give 
her a lift. She said she had a roommate, so | drove her to my 
place. Made some drinks. Took off her clothes and laid her 
on the couch. Just like that. Call her and tell her you're 
looking for an apartment. She wants to sublet.” 

While he’s talking, I’m inspecting the bookcases and the 
objects on his desk; the Japanese letter-opener suitable for 
beheading mice, the carved ivory cigarette-lighter, a large 
letter-box apparently made for flattening rumpled papers. 
Now, I'm looking out of the window. A sparrow is jumping 
around in a tree outside. | run my hand over the window sill 
where the decorator colour is peeling up. Reclaimed, the 
street has some of its old quality, an air of gentility, and is 


much as it must have been when people stopped carriages 
here, when men in tight-legged trousers with nuggets 
swinging on their watch chains helped ladies down. Full 
skirts, scented handkerchiefs, and “My sister would be so 
pleased if you’d come with us.” 

“A real nympho,” Sid says. “You'll like that. Or I’ve got this 
hostess. She works right on the corner there. Doesn't get off 
until 11.30. Likes to get lots of sleep. Hop, hop ! You're in bed 
by 12. Bang, bang!” 

“But Jesus, Si interrupt, “Can | just say my middle 
name is Neil, what's yours? Will they mind terribly if | kiss 
them before | take their clothes off?” The bird has flown 
on to the next tree ; there’s another there. 

“Look, you're a bachelor in San Francisco now. There are 
four girls to every three men, and one out of everysevenmen’s 
a fag. It’s like shooting fish in a barrel, but you've got to learn 
to sleep fast—cover the ground.” 

The two birds are flying off up the street. Are birds subject 
to lonesomeness? Are there fag birds? Is there a problem 
about it? Do birds have to sleep faster than they used to? 
Drumming my fingers on the sill, | pretend to look down to 
the street. 

“Listen, Sid,” | say, “I’m not interested in a woman. | 
knew a woman. Everyone said. ‘You're so lucky to live with 
this woman.’ Aspirant at times, but never a successful model, 
actress, designer, intellectual, alcoholic, speedball-taker, 
hysteric, murderess if | hadn’t gotten out. Maybe they meant 
lucky to live at all.” 

“Next time, pick one from the Junior League. A rich Junior 
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@| can’t help thinking about what 
Sid said: took her home and 
threw her on the couch. | feel 
cheated. Which one was the 
nympho anyway, this one, the 
hatcheck girl or the hostess? @ 


Leaguer. who doesn’t drink, with an influential father in the 
State Government, an island in the Caribbean for a wedding 
present, sisters whose husbands own hunting lodges in 
Scotland. The King of Sweden to attend the wedding over 
your insistence it’s too much trouble for him, but in the mean- 
time. 

I'm looking up the street, and find | miss the sparrows. 

“Fall off a horse, get back on. Do your share! It's the 
emancipated woman. You don’t go after them, they come 
after you. Keep a stiff upper lip, and a stiff... Here!" holding 
out folded papers—“Here’s your final divorce decree. Don't 
lose it even though | have another. Let's go to lunch.” He 
gets up. | 

The gold chains of the restaurant's entrance fall behind us. 
“Did you see that hatcheck girl? When we came in? The 
redhead ? Good, huh? She calls me once a week. Likes to 
come over and cook supper. Makes good spaghetti. Doesn't 
want to go out. Has this little room, a closet. Likes my apart- 
ment and Christ, you've got that good-looking place. Sleep 
fast! You'll have to learn to sleep fast! 

The atmosphere of the restaurant encourages me. | can 
picture myself in these old-style surroundings. ‘Please take 
the lady's coat. | understand they have a fine Meursault. 
Would you like to put your fan here ?” 

Sid’s mimicking the hatcheck girl's voice. “Sock it to me!’ 
she says ! ‘Make me know it!’ Then she locks her legs around 
me. Right there on the bar stool in front of the window. 
Christ, anybody looking up from the street could've seen us! 
“Put your hands here,’ she says.” In the girl's voice again. 
“And twist the ends . . . Twist the ends when | come.’ It's 
just not like it used to be! You've got to understand that.” 

“Look, Sid, | like to get to know someone a little first. 
Maybe after that, | won't want to go to bed with them at all. 
| like to fight a little, press them to give in, give them a chance 
to weigh me in their mind. Couldn't | take them to Squaw 
Valley first, sit on the Lodge porch, ski, drink, have supper, 
dance, sit by the fire, then if we're still hopeful. if we still like 
each other... so it's a gift... you know?” 

“No time for that now! Girls aren't like that any more. The 
world’s moving too fast; computers, man to the moon, the 
pill, emancipated tail, get on and off before the next man 
steps on your back, and above all, sleep quick.” 

We're walking along under the trees now. The two sparrows 
are back. | feel better; the sparrows, sunshine, nosegays, 
and victrolas that wind up. 

But that’s not the way it works out. | take the telephone 
number of the one who came to his office. What for? | 
forgot to ask, and now I'm speaking into the phone: ‘No, 
Sid didn’t tell me to call you for a date. No, he didn’t tell me 
anything except that you might like to sublet your apartment. 
I'm on my way home and thought | might be able to stop by 
. It would be more difficult tomorrow and it doesn’ t matter 
if it's not picked up... About 20 minutes . . .? Okay. 

| push the buzzer and wait for the iron grille to open. At 
the top of the stairs, there’s a bamboo tree in a pottery jar. 
The door opens, and | get an impression of fine eyebrows 
set against good skin. Her mouth’s a good colour, not too 
much of it, and it shapes nicely when she says ‘Come in.” 
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The apartment is compact, music’s playing but | can’t see 
where it's coming from. A Renoir reproduction hangs over 
the lamp, girls bathing. Glasses and ice sit on a tole tray 
under the window. Handsome glasses. But | don’t see the 
roommate ; she must be out. . 

A view of the bay shows between the slots in the roofs. 
“Not a great view,” she says, “but I’ve always felt as long 
as you could see a slice of sea. . . would you like a drink ?”, 
her voice sounds like it’s filtered through cloth. “. .. as long 
as you can look out on the sea, your life’s important, you're 
waiting for someone.” 

“Sure.” 

“Scotch ?” 

“That's what | drink.” 

We dance; the glasses tinkle. Sid’s right: she’s brunette, 
healthy-looking, oval face, dances well. She has a quick 
smile that seems to overlay some undefined doubts. ‘Sid 
didn’t say anything else 2, she asks. 

“No, why?” What am | supposed to do now? Pretend | 
don’t know anything. Take off her clothes and throw her on 
the couch, do it to her, and while I’m backing out the door, 
tip my hat and say: Permit me to introduce myself, I'm. . .”’ 
I'm disturbed she’s so pleasant. 

“| was very depressed when | saw him,” she says, “and | 
said some things . . . If | thought he’d repeated me, | wouldn't 
have let you come by.” 

What is this ? Christ! Well, | said | wasn’t in a hurry, what 
difference does it make ? 

So we don’t do it the first time. | try. We do it the third or 
fourth. Courtly enough, but it might as well have been the 
first time. | can’t help thinking about what Sid said: took her 
home and threw her on the couch. | feel cheated. Which 
one was the nympho anyway, this one, the hatcheck girl, or 
the hostess ? 

Three months later, I’m still avoiding places where we 
might run into Sid and saying to myself, after tonight | 
won't take her out anymore. Her disposition’s too easy to 
accept as habit and | don’t want the kind of relationship I’m 
building. I'm going to break it off; why chance getting 
attached ? 

But, we're in the restaurant, and much at home here now. 
“Take that seat, you can see the room better,” | say. 

“| like to sit with my back to the people. | can hear you 
better.” 

“Are you comfortable ?’” 

“Oh yes. I’m so glad we came here.” 

She's wearing a grey wool dress the colour of fog, with 
white slices of material where the neck’s split. Like all her 
dresses, it hints at a good figure without showing it. The 
women at the next table are glancing at her. Despite the 
way she looks, | find myself irritable. For some reason, it 
irks me more and more that she’s screwed everyone who's 
taken her out. At least, that’s the impression Sid gave. 
Everyone who's ever taken her out, | suppose. How many 
men is that? Everyone's old shoe. Too bad she’s so pretty. 
| look in her face for some coarseness, a chart of shack-ups 
and mistreatment, expression lines documenting carelessness 
and its results, 100 miles of bad road in life. | can’t find them ; 
I'm too accustomed to her face. Shouldn't have let it go this 
far. 

Where does this leave me in the indistinguishable links of 
phalluses connected by cocktail dates and parties ? Who am 
|? By gripping them like a chain of sausages, could she 
identify me? If | had mine engraved, could | have printed my 
initials in her memory, my old army number, age and weight, 
the colour of my hair? It’s time to get out! | lean across the 
table, a friendly conspirator. “Did you give Sid any?” 

She answers in a level voice. “Of course not.” 

I'm more aggravated now. She thinks I’m a fool, and she’s 
dishonest. | should have known it, a pleasant exterior hiding 
God knows what underneath. “| didn’t think Sid would try to 
screw a client,” | say—still the confidant—‘‘but | couldn't 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 97 


“But J.G., that’s the whole point— 
he defies it unsuccessfully!” 
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|| Handsome Caribbean vacationer (oppo- 

site) wears all-polyester double-knit 
blazer with high center vent, $135, and 
bark weave double-knit trousers with 
tunnel belt loops and half-moon 
pockets, $40, both by Allen Case. 
Short-sleeved sports shirt with long 
pointed collar is by Catalina Martin, 
$70. Non-slip ‘Windjammer’ boat 
shoes by B. F. Goodrich, about $10. 
Her clothes are all by Janey Easton, 
Calliope Shop, Antigua. This page; Not 
quite a desert island—and the natives 
are distinctly friendly. 


xperts may dispute it on 
technical grounds, but there 
are two distinctly different 
Caribbeans. One, a loud, brassy 
extension of Miami Beach, is 
epitomized by Paradise Island 
off the coast of Nassau, where 
hoards of stateside used-car dealers 
and furniture salesmen with blonde 
wives fly regularly. Depending on the 
season, they spend from $52 to $84 
and up for a deluxe double and two 
meals each a day at the Paradise Island 
Hotel and Villas, gamble, lose, scream 
insults at the coffee shop waitresses, 
sulk in the Trade Winds Lounge or play 
tennis as Kodak Instamatic cameras 
capture the action. The beach runs a 
breathless steady lap around three- 
quarters of the island and the water is 
as green as creme de menthe, or just a 
shade lighter. Not long ago, Paradise 
Island was known as Hog Island, a 
natural sanctuary for wild pigs. 
The other Caribbean is where perhaps 
Travel and Fashion by Ron Butler/Photographs by Kenn Mori you can’t rent a motor scooter because 
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Days on the beach, no fun for stranded 
fish, are luxurious for homo sapiens, 
especially in bathing suit (opposite) by 
Bill Miller of Village Squire, with abstract 
flower print design, $10. After suntanning, 
you can retreat to shady palm gardens or, 
if you're feeling energetic, to cool, lush 
mountain ranges. 
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toads are too dangerously filled with 
potholes. Or where a sign in your room 
says “Don't drink the water’ and later 
you learn that your maid’s been filling 
your iced water jug there all week. But 
this Caribbean’s still what | prefer. It’s a 
place where on early mornings after 
a late night storm, lonely strollers, like 
streetwalkers, roam deserted beaches 
in hopes that a sun-sparked glitter in 
the sand will reveal a piece of eight or a 
Spanish gold doubloon freshly washed 
ashore. 

To most people, this Caribbean begins 
with Trinidad, the land, Man, where the 
swinging great Caribbean sounds— 
limbo, calypso and steel-drum bands— 
all began. Geographically, Delaware- 
sized Trinidad is the southernmost 
island in the Caribbean. The Venezuelan 
coast can be seen from any high point 
on a clear day. Trinidad was once 
physically part of South America, but 
nature changed that long before 
Columbus discovered the island in 
1498 

Although Trinidad received full inde- 
pendence from Britain seven years ago, 
the customs officer at Piarco Airport 
retains an indulgent British attitude 
towards baggage inspection. He picks 
and pokes his way through luggage 
like a gourmet sampling food at a 
banquet. The ride from the airport 
into Port of Spain, the island’s capital 
and largest city, seems slightly on the 
sinister side late at night, as frightened 
dogs leap away from oncoming head- 
lights and various homeless characters 
can be seen flaked out in doorways. But, 
as with any place that appears sinister 
at night, all dark shadows disappear 
with the first light of day. 

Trinidad is bouncing, booming, 
colorful and cosmopolitan. If one street 
is lined with stately old Victorian houses, 
the next has French-styled homes 
heavily latticed. Places of worship, and 
there are many, include Anglican, 
Catholic, Hebrew, Hindu, Methodist, 
Moslem, and Presbyterian. Trinidad was 
first Spanish, then French, then English. 
Slaves were brought from Africa. 
Chinese laborers came and Hindus 
followed. These various backgrounds 
and cultures are all mixed as 800,000 
people now go harmoniously about 
their cares. 

Front-page newspaper stories on the 
day | arrived, shortly before Christmas, 
concerned a local war on “‘limers,”” as 
police moved to clear the streets down- 
town of peddlers and loiterers for the 
season’s holidays. There was a rumpus 
over local whiskey. Rum-makers were 
upset over a locally brewed “whiskey” 
made from three parts molasses spirits 
and one-part whiskey concentrate that 
was underselling other brands. And 
over on page two, a 73-year-old man 
fell out of a 60-foot mango tree and 
survived. 


eee ° : 
For comparative cool of evening, how about 
these drawstring beach pants by Jantzen, 
about $10 (opposite) and Lanvin print shirt 
about $30? By day there's a choice of long, 
lonely beaches or bustling villages. 


Twenty minutes away from Trinidad 
by prop plane is a seven-by-26-mile 
speck of pure Caribbean paradise known 
as Tobago, the island that inspired the 
scenic descriptions in Daniel Defoe’s 
Robinson Crusoe. \f Crusoe were to 
wash ashore today he would find 
remarkably little change from the time 
of his first visit 250 years ago—miles of 
deserted beach embraced by bending 
palm trees, rich forests of banana trees, 
coconuts, breadfruits, mangos, cocoa 
and jungle citrus, and fresh-water 


ane 
brooks cutting through dense under- 
brush or trickling lazily over rocks. 
Tobago today is one of the few 
Caribbean islands that does not survive 
on tourism. It survives despite it. My 
Man Friday was, as his business card 
pointed out, “a courteous and reliable 
driver named Hercules.’” Owner of the 
Tall Boy Taxi Service, he lives up to his 
name, all 6 feet 4 inches of him. The 
drive to the Crown Point Hotel is only 
minutes from the airport. The Crown 
Point, with 50 rooms, the largest of 
Tobago’s eight hotels, offers fine food 
and full conveniences in a casual, 
comfortable atmosphere. It has the 
finest and best-known beach in 
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bago, if not in the entire lower 
ribbean. On a rare rough-weather 
day, the ocean licks angrily at the hotel 
sea wall, sending salt foam cascading 
20 feet into the air. Normally, one can 
descend the stone stairway leading to 
the beach and sea and feel, | suppose, 
if so inclined, every bit like a happy 
olive floating in a tranquil, blue Martini. 
The capital of Tobago is called 
Scarborough, but it’s hardly a suburb of 
New York. The best shopping in town 
is offered at the local supermarket or 
at the outdoor marketplace where for 
pennies huge bunches of thin-skinned, 
mini-bananas are available. each 
banana only two inches long when 
fully grown. People on the island call 
them “figs,” for whatever reason. Water 
nuts, from the coconut family but 
containing a sweeter, clearer juice, are 
peddled. Young, dark-skinned boys 
hack them open with a single machete 
slice, - offering a cool and delicious 
drink. Visitors to Tob: can also pick 
take-home souvenirs from trees—large 
mahogany-colored cocoa pods that can 
be dried and strung in the same manner 
as Italian peppers. 


Steel-drum bands are in abundance 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 96 
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“Tastes like curds and whey...” 
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PART 6 OF AN OUTRAGEOUS SEX SATIRE BY FREDERIC MULLALY 


THE PRESIDENT 


TAKES 


A FATAL PEEK 


a 
THE STORY THUS FAR: With a gigantic inheritance in 
hard currency, 19-year-old Wanda von Kreesus 15 
embarked on an evil plan to dominate the world’s leaders 
via blackmail. Aided by her nymphet companion Gandy- 
floss she has already taken care of the President of France 
and the Prime Minister of Britain, and now has her sights 
fon the American President. An outward change of sex, 
combined with a massive bribe to the debt-plagued Swiss 
Ambassador to Washington, secures Wanda's introduction 
to the President's daughter as the ambassador's “cousin”, 
Count Walter von Bonvin. And already, in New York, 
Wanda hes acquired vital information concerning President 
Ray Ackshern’s Secret (and very personal) Problem . . . 
NOW READ ON. 


If Wanda’‘s carnal communication with 
men had been nil (thanks to an 
obsessive loathing of males generated 
by her libidinous mother) she had more 
than made up for this in the pursuit of 
physical delights with her own sex. For 
two years now, ever since the 13-year- 
old Candyfloss—pulsing with pubes- 
cence and worldly beyond her years— 
had been delivered to the von Kreesus 
schloss, the two dollies had dedicated 
themselves to little else (outside the 
Torture Chamber) but the mutual stimu- 
lation and ever-more ecstatic satisfac- 
tion of their erotic appetites. 

Thus, when Prudence Ackshern des- 
cended the interior stairway of the 
White House for her first date with the 
dapper young Count de Bonvin, she 
went as a lamb to the slaughter, It was a 
warm Washington night and they dined 
on the terrace of the Shoreham Hotel, 
with the fireflies converting the dark 
lawn beyond into an inverted planetar- 
ium of winking stars. Pru's favourite 
combo—the Uncle Tom Loyalists— 
were blues-ing it away fit to dampen the 
G-string of a New Orleans stripper. 

The couple danced, Walter withhold- 
ing bodily contact with what Prudence 
assumed to be aristocratic European 
Punctilio on a first date, but making up 
for it with gentle explorations of his 
slim right hand about her bony naked 
back. 

Suddenly, in the middle of some 


frivolous chatter about America’s Role 
in World Society, Prudence stiffened, 
stopped dancing, uttered a deep groan- 
ing sigh and would have sunk to the 
dancefloor had Walter not moved 
smoothly in to take her weight. 

“What's wrong, Prudence? Why— 
you're shaking like a leaf!” 

The President's daughter rolled her 
eyes. “Walter,” she husked, “I'd like to 
sit down for a while.” Twice, while they 
sipped their Benedictines, eyes locked 
across the table, Prudence seemed 
about to confide the cause of her 
sudden seizure. But each time a rush of 
colour to her cheeks, accompanied by 
an uptempo-ing of her heartbeat, stifled 
the words. Finally, in a tremulously 
eager voice, she asked Walter if they 
might take another turn around the floor. 

The second time it happened, Pru- 
dence knew beyond doubt it had 
nothing to do with any freak manifesta- 
tion of auto-eroticism. The sensation 
had started to invade her the moment 
Walter's fingertips lingered over her 
eighth vertebra. It leapt inside her, like a 
live thrusting thing, as he rotated the 
skin above the vertebra gently in an 
anti-clockwise direction, and it exploded 
the second his fingertips flickered to the 
base of her left shoulder-blade. 

“A-aaaaagh!” 

Taking her weight, the young Count 
murmured, “Not again, Pru! Something 
you've eaten, perhaps ?” 

This time, back at the table, Miss 
Ackshern found she could no longer 
keep what had been happening to her- 
self, to herself. 

“I—I don't quite know how to tell you 
this, Walter,” she blurted out, avoiding 
his eyes, “but there’s something about 
the touch of your hand on my back that 
—well—that really turns me on. Please 
don’t think badly of me, but | swear to 
you it’s just like—just like—’. It was 
too much for her. Walter had to fill in. 


“Just like having an orgasm?” he 
smiled. 

“How did you know?” she gasped, 
roundeyed. 

“It's always happening,’ Walter 
shrugged. “Something to do with my 
hyper-sensory vibrations . . . Give me 
your hand, any hand.” 

“You don’t m-mean—?” 

“Just give me your hand, Prudence, 
and relax. Close your eyes.”” 

As the girl complied, Wanda (for let 
us not forget it was really no other) 
turned the girl's palm upwards beside 
“his coffee cup and using the third 
fingertip of “his” right hand, started to 
stroke the loose skin webbing the girl's 
thumb to her forefinger. Beneath the 
tablecloth, Prudence’s lean thighs 
quivered and jerked as a flame started to 
burn—first fitfully, then with white 
intensity—at their innermost junction. 
She bent forward over the table, 
clenching her teeth against the scream 
bunching up in her belly. 

“Now ?” Walter murmured. 

“Oh, now!” It was a stifled moan, 
followed three seconds later by- 
“A-aaaaaaaaaaaagh!” 

Prudence’s two Secret Service body- 
guards came haring to the table from out 
of the shadows, right hands thrust inside 
their billowing jackets. 

Prudence emerged from her post- 
orgasmic daze, eyes blazing, nostrils 
arched. “Unless,” she hissed, “you 
want me to see to it that my daddy has 
your guts for a dog-leash, you two jerks 
had better get right back to your crud- 
holes |" 


Wanda’s father, the King-Gnome of 
Zurich, had assembled by the time of 
his death the world’s finest collection of 
cuckoo-clocks. Wanda had 50 of the 
best of them flown out to Washington— 
ostensibly for a cultural exhibition 
scheduled for National American Hus- 
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DEST 
OLLAND 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY AMNON BAR-TU 


olland, that nether-Netherland of whirling windmills 
H and tended tulips, was in the business of Flower 

Power long before hippie—or provo—knew the 
difference between pot and porcelain. Recently it was 
borne in on an admiring Britain that the Low Country also 
ranks high in the nurturing of other blooms, when tele- 
viewers were vouchsafed a sight of Miss Holland 1968, a 
long-stemmed beauty called Ada Grootenboer, whom 
Penthouse has been privileged to pluck for the delectation 
ofits appreciative audience. 

A prize specimen of blonde nordic pulchritude, this 
flower of Netherlands girlhood is a fetchingly fashioned 
20-year-old with blue eyes and a 35-23-36 build. She 
stands 5ft 6 ins in her bare feet, which tend to start tapping 
easily, for she considers dancing one of her hobbies and 


she’s addicted to pop. (In England for the Miss World 
contest she was hoping to meet Jimi Hendrix.) Another 
of her hobbies is reading, which she is able to indulge on a 
grand scale, as she speaks not only Dutch but German, 
French and English. So there were no translation blocks 
when she spoke about her favourite occupation of all, 
which is painting 

According to Ada, she entered the Miss World contest 
with one thought in mind: to earn enough money to 
renovate a tiny farmhouse she inherited back home. “‘It's 
in the Van Gogh countryside”, she told us, ‘‘and as soon as 
| can get it done up | want to shut myself away there and 
paint, paint, paint’. This she does in what she describes as 
an Expressionist style—"‘in the sense that | don’t paint 
things as they are but rather in terms of my own feelings” 

To our mild suggestion that a less demanding and more 
glamorous career was hers for the taking in the world of 
fashion and modelling she replied with instant severity. 
“That's a very easy route for any pretty girl to take, but if 
you spend your early years trading on your looks you're 

ist heading for trouble. You'll probably end up with 
failure and disenchantment. It’s mostly shallow girls who 
go in for that life.” Wasn't this a somewhat solemn view 
for a girl of her ? "| know most girls at 20 want lots of 
people around them, and travel and excitement—but I’m 
Just not made like that. 

Finding, for our part, nothing to complain about in the 
way Ada is made, we moved on to less portentous topics. 
We asked a simple question about our nubile Nether- 


lander’s impressions of the sceptred isle, but soon found 


ourselves on the receiving end of weighty cor 

“Well, your weather is even worse than ours, but | 
expect you've had that pointed out before. How did 
British painters like Turner and Constable ever find 
enough sunlight to see the colours they put in their great 
pictures ? | can’t understand it. Also, | think the weather has 
something to do with English attitudes towards sex. Oh, | 
know they're much more open than they used to be, 
but compared with Scandinavian countries there's still a 
lot of hush-hush atmosphere in England. In Holland, 
young people take sex absolutely for granted, the way it 
should be. If you sleep with a boy it’s because you want to 


and he wants to. Ther 
different from going out to dinner t 
of completely uninhibited attitude—without it, sex can't 
be all that it should be.” 
Miss Gro boer told us that she h 
out app in ther. In fact, she wi 
absolutely delighted about it, she said. ‘ I'm 
using the fee to help put the farmhot in order.” She 
ordinary that 
nudity should command such desirable prices, since it was 
y natural and something that her friends took for 
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Sex has always been entwined 
with religion, as many historic 
hangovers attest 
by Bernhardt J. Hurwood 
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Springtime fertility celebrants carry phallus 
in procession 


Ancient artists depicted genitals openly as 
objects of veneration 


Origin of genital amulets and statuary was to 
promote fertility 
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A brief historical essay 
on the love-hate relationship 
of sex and religion 


Me long ago, when man was very 
young, and the moon was still mistress 
of the night skies, the earth was a 
wondrous place filled with gods, 
demons, sorcerers and djinns. Miracles 
were real, and magicians accomplished 
stupendous feats. There was no pollution, 
no smog, no nuclear sword of Damocles 
dangling over the green fields and blue 
seas. Best of all, there were no Kremlins 
or Pentagons where sleep was forbidden 
to enter. Although darkness provided 
cover for terrors and evils, it also afforded 
protection for lovers, who did the same 
things by the dying embers of fires that 
they do now in centrally heated apart- 
ments. 

As the most intelligent of beasts, man 
soon learned a great deal about his 
environment, he built shelters, and 
became the master of fire. He also began 
forming ideas about the sun, the moon, 
and the stars. But one mystery com- 
pletely baffled him—the mystery of life 
itself, the knowledge that he could 
reproduce himself. This was the greatest 
miracle of all, and it stood to reason that 
everything surrounding this miracle was 
steeped in magic and the supernatural. 

Recognizing himself as part of the 
overall tapestry of nature, man could fit 
his own sexuality into the pattern with 
no difficulty. Human fertility was ob- 
viously related to the fertility of fields. 
Spring was a time of renewal, rebirth, 
therefore, a time dominated by deities 
related to fertility. Since human fertility 
was related to love and lust, then logic 
dictated the facts. Love, fertility, sexu- 
ality, springtime—all were somehow 
mystically related, and over the 
centuries, beliefs became more complex, 
more interrelated, more sophisticated. 

The sexual organs were looked on as 
objects of pride, frequently venerated 
because of the powerful magic sur- 
rounding them. Consequently ancient 
artists, in depicting the uncovered body, 
depicted it as it was. Marble genitals 
were not smashed and replaced with 
sexless figleaves until guilt-ridden Euro- 
peans arrived on the scene to wield 
their righteous hammers. 

The most universal ancient use of 
artificial human genitalia, however, was 
not primarily artistic. The chief function 
of these artifacts was religio-magical. 
It was accepted that the genitalia 
exerted powerful influences when called 
on properly. The male influenced fer- 
tility, and the female afforded protection 
against evil. The reasoning behind this 
was perfectly understandable. These 
were the portions of the anatomy which, 


when themselves properly used brought 
pleasure and ultimately life. Obviously, 
if they had the capacity of bringing into 
action such powerful forces that new 
life resulted, they must have salutory 
effect elsewhere in nature. Hence the 
origin of genital amulets to ward off 
all evil. 


SYMBOLIC SHELAHS 


Among those figurines to have sur- 
vived the ravages of time and Victorian 
outrage are the  less-than-familiar 
Shelah-na-gigs of Ireland. Often 
hideous and threatening in appearance, 
many have glaring eyes, bared teeth, 
and bony, death-like ribcages. What 
they all have in common are spread 
thighs and gaping vulvas of cavernous 
proportions. Originating in pre- 
Christian times, they remained popular 
over the centuries, eventually to adorn 
churches and other buildings as amulets 
against the evil eye and other occult 
perils. Of course, the Irish were not the 
only ones to employ such objects, and 
similar artifacts can be found throughout 
Europe. 

The interrelationship of sex and 
religion in the ancient world was so 
extensive that one can elaborate on 
only a few of the more interesting 
aspects of it. A well known illustration is 
the frequently quoted description by 
Herodotus of ancient Babylonian temple 
prostitution. In it he describes how 
women would prostitute themselves to 
the first man who offered them a piece 
of silver within the sacred precincts of 
the temple of Ishtar. He erroneously 
calls the goddess My/itta, a name that 
probably stems from the even more 
ancient Akkadian Mu‘allitu, meaning 
“the one who brings forth’, which was 
one of the many titles given to the 
goddess. 


EROTIC SOLOMON 


Lesser known Babylonian texts, dating 
back to nearly 2000 B.C. tell of a sacred, 
ritual marriage between the king as the 
incarnate deity, and a priestess repre- 
senting the fertility goddess. During the 
ceremony, the priestess is adorned with 
ornaments of gold, silver, cornelian and 
ivory. Statues of the goddess were 
similarly decorated, the most prominent 
feature being a golden vulva. In one of 
these texts the priestess sang a love 
song to the king which went as 
follows: 


| will open my bosom, 

When he shall have made love to me 
on the bed. 

Then | shall in turn show my love for 
my lord! 

| shall fix for him a good destiny .. . 

| shall fix for him as destiny 

To be the shepherd of the land. 


The first peoples to look askance at 
sex in religious observances were the 
Egyptians and the Hebrews, especially 
the Hebrews. In the course of spreading 
the doctrine of monotheism they tended 
to downgrade the gods of their neigh- 
bors, especially those gods displaying 
overt sexuality. It was the Hebrew 
attitude towards the alleged sinfulness 
of others that gave Christianity its 
initial antisexual bias. The result was at 
times almost ludicrous. The Song of 
Solomon, which contains probably the 
most explicitly erotic passages in the 
Old Testament, was interpreted by 
Christian theologians as representing 
Christ's love for the church. Nothing 
could have been further from the truth. 
The sensual King Solomon, who had 
700 wives and 300 concubines, is 
hardly likely to have anticipated either 
the coming of Christ of the foundation of 
a church by his followers. Consider the 
following excerpt from Chapter 8. 


How beautiful are thy feet with shoes, 
O prince's daughter. 

The joints of thy thighs are like jewels, 
the work of the hands of a cunning 
workman. 

Thy navel is a round goblet, which 
wanteth not liquor; 

Thy belly is like an heap of wheat set 
about with lilies. 

Thy two breasts are like two young roes 
that are twins. 

Thy neck is a tower of ivory; thine eyes 
like the fish pools in Heshbon, by the 
gate of Bath-rabbim; 

Thy nose is as the tower of Lebanon 
which looketh toward Damascus. 
Thine head upon thee is like Carmel, and 
the hair on thy head like purple. 

The king is held in the galleries. 

How fair and how pleasant art thou, O 
love, for delights. 


A fascinating aspect of pre-Christian 
fertility customs, or phallic worship, is 
the background to the celebration of 
Easter, and the custom of eating fish on 
Friday. The ancient Babylonian goddess 
Ishtar, mentioned earlier, was essentially 
the same entity to all ancient peoples, 
regardless of what name she was known 
by: Isis, Aphrodite, Venus, or Astarte. 
Friday was her sacred day, and the fish, 
one of the most universal sex symbols of 
all, was frequently consecrated to her on 
that day, and eaten by her worshippers, 
who afterwards practiced public phallic 
rites. The early Christians merely took 
over the spring fertility festival and 
transformed it into Easter. The name it- 
self comes from Astarte. 


SATYRS AND SATAN 


Another transformation was that of 
the pagan satyr. To Romans the satyr 
was at best a lower-echelon super- 
natural creature, a carefree, sylvan ex- 


urbanite who spent all his time frolicking 
in the woods with nymphs, gobbling 
grapes, guzzling wine and attending 
orgies. He was probably the prime 
symbol of Roman wish-fantasy fulfil- 
ment. To early Christians, however, the 
satyr represented the mythology of a 
civilization that to them was hostile, and 
therefore sinful. He certainly charac- 
terized sensuality of the highest degree, 
and represented the antithesis of the 
Pauline doctrine that “The body is not 
for fornication, but for the Lord.” So 
what did the Christians do to this harm- 
less forest hedonist? They used him as 
the physical prototype for their devil, the 
arch-enemy of God and man, the 
personification of all evil. 

Compare the saga of St. Mary the 
Egyptian, traditionally the patron saint of 
whores. Born in Rome during the reign 
of the emperor Claudius, she entered the 
oldest profession at the age of 12 and 
and worked steadily for 17 years, after 
which she became a Christian. Deter- 
mined to worship in Jerusalem at the 
true Cross, she worked her way across 
the Mediterranean by the only trade she 
had ever known. But when she reached 
the shrine in the Holy Land she was 
repulsed a number of times by an 
invisible force. She finally gained admit- 
tance, according to legend, by taking a 
vow of chastity and spending the next 
40 years in the desert. But the fact that 
she traversed the road to salvation 
largely on her back was not lost on 
future generations, for Mary's act of 
giving her body to the sailors in payment 
for her passage was depicted on stained 
glass in a number of European churches. 


“FASCINATING” 
PHALLUS | 


One of the greatest problems to 
confront the church for several centuries 
was the eradication of out-and-out 
phallic worship. It should be mentioned 
at this point, that one of the Latin names 
applied by the ancient Romans to the 
penis was fascinum. The word was used 
primarily to describe phallic amulets, 
and from it we have derived our 
modern words fascinate and fascination. 
One of the surviving proofs that 
Christians continued to pay homage to 
the fascinum is found in an 8th-century 
ecclesiastical edict: “If anyone has 
performed incantation to the fascinum, 
or any incantation whatsoever, except 
anyone who chaunts the creed or the 
Lord’s prayer, let him do penance on 
bread and water during three Lents’. 
The persistence of the practice was such 
that 500 years later the Synod of Mans 
decreed severe punishment for any 
person “. . . who has sinned to the 
fascinum, or has performed any other 
incantations .. .”, etc. 

Sometimes churchmen themselves 
were the sinners. In the Chronicle of 


Phallic figures found in England 
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temple honouring Priapus and 


Portable 
phallus 
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Lanercost we read of what happened 
during Easter week in 1282 at Inver- 
keithing, known today as County Fife, 
Scotland. A parish priest by the name of 
John put up a wooden image of the 
pagan god Priapus in the town square. 
Then he led all the young girls of the 
town ina dance around the statue while 
he himself carried a large wooden 
phallus. He then “accompanied their 
songs with movements in accordance, 
and urged them on to licentious actions 
by his no less licentious language”. For 
this Father John got himself into hot 
water with his bishop, but defended 
himself on the grounds that he was only 
acting in accordance with local customs. 


CHURCH AND PHALLUS 


In France ancient phallic rites adapted 
to Christianity amid similar strains. 
Especially intriguing was the de facto 
conversion of the god Priapus from 
pagan deity to Christian saint. “In the 
south of France, Provence, Languedoc, 
and the Lyonnais’, wrote Thomas 
Wright over a century ago, “he was 
worshipped under the title of St. Foutin. 
This name is said to be a mere corruption 
of Fotinum or Photinus, the first Bishop 
of Lyons, to whom, perhaps through 
giving a vulgar interpretation to the 
name, people had transferred the dis- 
tinguishing attribute of Priapus. This 
was a large phallus of wood, which was 
an object of reverence to the women, 
especially to those who were barren, 
who scraped the wooden member and, 
having steeped the scrapings in water, 
they drank the latter as a remedy against 
their barrenness, or administered it to 
their husbands in the belief that it 
would make them vigorous”. 

Other phallic saints were worshipped 
elsewhere in France, Belgium, and Italy. 
In certain areas it was customary for 
brides to offer their virginity to the saint 
with the wooden phallus. It was a 
convenien. way to avoid embarrassing 
explanations to a husband expecting a 
virgin. How could a pious man argue 
against his wife's devotion to a saint ? 

Another phallic custom that lasted 
well into the 19th century was the 
baking and eating of phallic cakes on 
feast days, especially during the Easter 
season. In the village of Saintes, folk 
observed the Féte des Pinnes, or Feast 
of the Penis, every Palm Sunday. 
Carrying the little phallic cakes along, 
with their palm branches, the women 
and children would march to church. 
There the priest blessed the cakes, after 
which they were stored away for the 
rest of the year, 

Probably one of the most offbeat 
objects ever to find its way into the 
church was the so-called holy prepuce. 
Its history is filled with mystery and 
contradiction. Despite the renunciation 
by the early church fathers of old Jewish 


customs, among them circumcision, the 
church continued to celebrate the Feast 
of Circumcision. According to The Holy 
Prepuce and the Miracles, “Having done 
away with the actual ceremony it would 
seem inconsistent that the church would 
continue to take its celebration into 
consideration at any time. The strange 
events which occurred in connection 
with the Feast of Circumcision, may 
perhaps seem a trifle peculiar on the 
surface, but when we consider the 
frantic quest for holy relics that swept 
Europe in the middle ages, a glimmering 
of understanding appears’. 

Thus, during the 13th or 14th century, 
the abbey of Coulombs in the diocese of 
Chartres came to possess a valuable 
relic of tremendous importance. Al- 
though the monks never revealed how 
this relic came into their possession nor 
from whose beatified body it had been 
snipped, it was generally believed to 
have arrived via strictly miraculous 
means. The Hely Prepuce, as it was 
called, was revered by all who came 
near it, for it had the power to render 
sterile women fruitful. The mere posses- 
sion of so efficacious a relic did wonders 
for the reputation of the abbey, and for 
more reasons than one. Not only did the 
Holy Prepuce cure sterility, its merest 
touch assured women of an easy 
delivery. 

In time its reputation spread beyond 
the borders of France. King Henry VIII of 
England insisted on borrowing it so that 
his Queen, Catherine of Aragon, might 
avail herself of its special powers. 
Unfortunately, it was not returned 
immediately. In fact, it took 25 years to 
find its way back to Coulombs, during 
which time there was an alarming 
increase of sterility. Happily, it was 
eventually delivered back into the hands 
of its rightful guardians where, as far as 
we know, it is still serving the com- 
munity as a contra-contraceptive. 


MIRACULOUS PREPUCE 


The abbey of Coulombs was not the 
only repository of a holy prepuce. 
Others claiming to have one were the 
Cathedral of Puy in Velay, the Collegio 
church in Antwerp, the Abbey of Our 
Saviour of Charroux, and the church of 
St. John Lateran in Rome. Like the 
monks of Coulombs, the established 
authorities of St. John Lateran never 
revealed to the world how they gained 
possession of their holy prepuce, but 
they were always emphatic in their 
assertion that it was the only authentic 
one. Its existence, however, was in- 
finitely more precarious than any other. 
During the periodic sacks of Rome by 
Gothic, Vandal, and even Christian 
incursions, it was stolen and carried off. 
But it always found its way back to its 
holy sanctuary, and the sacrilegious 
thieves were invariably punished by 


terrible fates. 

In The Holy Prepuce and the Miracles 
we are told of one particular theft in 
which the casket containing the relic 
along with several others was buried 
outside Rome and never recovered by 
the thief. “Thirty years later it was 
discovered by a priest on the property of 
a wealthy lady. Not knowing that the 
box he had found contained a number 
of sacred relics, the honest father took it 
at once to the owner of the land on 
which he had found it. Upon being 
opened, it was found to contain part of 
the anatomy of St. Valentine, the lower 
jaw of St. Martha, with one tooth still in 
its socket, and a small packet inscribed 
with the name of the Saviour. Noticing 
a most fragrant aroma that was permeat- 
ing the atmosphere, the lady picked up 
the little packet, assuming it to contain 
some aromatic balm. The moment she 
touched it her hand stiffened and 
swelled perceptibly. A further investiga- 
tion proved that she was holding none 
other than the miraculous holy prepuce 
stolen from the church of St. John 
Lateran.” 


GUILT AND INNOCENT 


Unfortunately there is a darker side to 
the relationship between sex and reli- 
gionin Christian Europe. One can almost 
pinpoint the date from which it began to 
go sour. It was 1484 when Pope 
Innocent VIII issued his renowned bull 
against witchcraft, Summis Desiderentes 
Affectibus. Although witchcraft was the 
ostensible target, sex was at the bottom 
of it all. Accusing witches of “‘perpetrat- 
ing the foulest abominations, and the 
filthiest excesses’ and of “hindering 
men from performing the sexual act and 
women from conceiving’, the Pope set 
the tone for one of the severest persecu- 
tions in European history, one that was 
to continue for centuries, to span 
oceans, and to cost literally millions of 
innocent lives. 

The witch hunters, although they 
never quite succeeded in stamping out 
witchcraft, provided future psychiatrists 
and novelists with the raw material for 
centuries of nightmares. In addition to 
the horrors concomitant with witchcraft 
came those attending the beliefs in 


vampirism, lycanthropy, incubi and 
succubi, all of which had their roots 
hopelessly tangled in religio-sexual 


mythology, superstition, and guilt. 
Unquestionably the most horrifying 
byproduct of a twisted religious anti- 
sexual attitude lies in the case of the 
Skoptsi. A Russian religious sect, first 
discovered by authorities in the 18th 
century, the Skoptsi (whose name is 
taken from the Russian word for eunuch) 
were a fanatical religious sect whose 
concepts of purity were so extreme that 
they demanded total and absolute 
sexual abstinence. They believed that 


Adam and Eve had been created sexless, 
and that genitalia and female breasts 
were abominations created by the forces 
of evil to drive mankind into a state of 
sin. It was said that in the course of their 
religious meetings they would work 
themselves into hysterical frenzies and 
then mutilate one another with swords, 
knives, razors, and hot pokers. 

As time passed they enjoyed periods 
of freedom followed by others of 
severe persecution. They continued to 
practice voluntary castration and breast 
amputation, but relaxed their severe 
rules to allow the faithful to have a child 
or two before submitting to the opera- 
tion, in order to prevent their ranks 
from thinning down. Some writers 
assert that they managed to survive and 
reproduce, not by procreating, but by 
kidnapping children of others. Whatever 
the truth of these reports, they 
apparently managed to perpetuate them- 
selves underground and spread to other 
sections of Europe and even to America. 

Moreover, it is alleged that they are 
still one of the most powerful secret 
Christian sects in existence—not in the 
West, but in the Soviet Union. Former 
Soviet Premier Georgei Malenkov was 
said to have been castrated as a youth, 
and to have risen in the ranks both of 
the Skoptsi and the Communist Party. 
The story was printed in the New York 
Daily News on August 20, 1953, under 
the byline of the late Lee Mortimer. 
Referring to the Skoptsi by name, 
Mortimer declared that Soviet eunuchs, 
all Skoptsi, had held for years “a 
virtual monopoly on public offices in the 
Urals and Russian Asia”. A former 
correspondent in the USSR, T. L. 
Cummings, Jr., went so far as to accuse 
the Skoptsi of poisoning Stalin as part 
of a plot to take over the Soviet Union. 

It all sounds a bit far-fetched today. 
Unquestionably the Skoptsi did exist at 
one time as a wild and fanatical group. 
There are a few of them around today 
but considerably subdued. It hardly 
seems likely that they are the masters of 
the Russian Communist hierarchy. 

Happily there are no other religious 
sects of any consequence among us 
which impose such drastic measures on 
their followers. There are still too many 
who regard virginity as a virtue, and 
sexual education as a Communist plot, 
just as there are still too many Com- 
munists around who regard sexual free- 
dom as some kind of Western plot. As 
for the established churches, there 
appear to be definite signs of progress. 
Protestant ministers are giving valuable 
abortion counsel and, though there are 
few who will admit it openly, certain 
Catholic priests have even dispensed 
birth control advice in the confessional. 
Perhaps the millenium is not quite 
around the corner, but there is every 
sign that the churches are losing their 
age-old mania about sex. Ot—g 


Roman sculptures found at Nimes, France. 
The birdlike phallus of frontispiece to this 
article is from same source 
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CM) 
SPIRIT OF 


A GENTLEMAN 
AMERICAN STYLE 


CEDOOED 


A grateful appreciation of the cornerstone of the American way of drink 


Grice your guns boys, and belly up 
to the bar! Drinks are on the house!” 
This was a common greeting in Ameri- 
can folklore as the sourdough and the 
cowpoke “moseyed” up to the long 
bar for their Saturday night pleasure! 
Bourbon. This custom built the saloon 
as much as the Colt .45 and flapjacks. 
It warmed the wet and weary pioneer; 
and took many a woman happily 
through childbirth. Bourbon has prob- 
ably earned as rightful a place in 
American history for its trading value, 
and what it has done for history, as the 
early American rifle. 

From its rough and tumble beginnings 
and its association with the rugged 
pioneers, Bourbon has spawned more 
family names on bottles, and more 
gentlemen, than almost any spirit in 
America. 

What is a gentleman? The late 
Ralph Thompson, designer and inventor, 
had a good definition: “To a man, there 
are only two important things in life: 
Bourbon and women. The gentleman 
is only concerned with the age of 
Bourbon.” If Bourbon and woman are 
the two loves in a man’s life his woman 
should never really be jealous, because 
Bourbon is one case where age becomes 
the only competitor for his affections. 
Aged Bourbon can be his companion 
and an intrinsic part of his life style. The 
wonderful thing about a Bourbon man 
is that he can always take his woman 
along with him, and she need not feel 
that she is part of a triangle. This is the 
One time we appreciate aging, because 
it produces a richer, deeper flavor and 


a fuller body. 
As Scotch is to Scotland, Bourbon is 
to America... our authentic and truly 


native drink, Proof of this is that Bourbon 
is the only liquor ever to be honored by 
the United States Congress. On May 4, 
1964, the Congress acknowledged 
Bourbon in a joint resolution declaring 
it to be a “distinctive product of the 
United States.” 

The generally accepted view is that 
Bourbon was first made in 1789 beside 
a limestone creek in Georgetown, 
Kentucky, by a Baptist preacher named 
Elijah Craig. This “distinctive product 
of the United States’’ came into being 
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almost at the exact time that Washington 
was being elected the first President, 
and the Constitution was going into 
effect. The Reverend Craig ground his 
own corn and excelled at two businesses : 
milling corn meal and producing good 
whiskey. By the addition of small 
amounts of rye and barley, and cold 
spring water, he had all the makings of 
good Bourbon. 

When passing through Georgetown, 
Kentucky, you will see this milestone in 
American history commemorated by a 
bronze marker that reads in part: “a 
pioneer from Virginia, the Reverend 
Craig set up his grain mill and used the 
fine limestone water of Royal Spring 
to develop the first sour mash process 
in the production of Bourbon.” 
Incidentally, there is nothing ‘sour’ 
about “sour mash’ Bourbon, just as 
there is nothing sweet about “sweet 
mash” Bourbon. “Sour mash" refers 
to the fact that spent “‘distiller’s beer’ 
from a previous run is added to the new 
batch. Distillers beer is the liquid 
resulting from the conversion of the 
grain starches into alcohol in the course 
of fermentation. 

The barrel is one of the most import- 
ant elements of Bourbon life. By law, 
Bourbon must be stored in new charred 
oak barrels, and the barrels may be used 
only once. Over one million used barrels 
a year are bought by Scotch and 
Canadian whiskey distillers, who can 
use them over and over again, sometimes 
for as long as 40 years. 

How did charred oak kegs come to be 
used in maturing new whiskey ? Legend 
has it that an old-time Southern barrel 
maker who was heating staves at an 
open fire, in order to curve them properly, 
accidentally burned them. A_ thrifty 
cooper, he used them anyway. utilizing 
the charred side for the inside of the 
barrel. The whiskey stored in that barrel 
tasted so much better than any other 
whiskey being made, that from then on 
charring became a standard procedure 
in the maturing of Bourbon. 

Federal regulations are exact in defin- 
ing what Bourbon is. No distiller can 
depart from the formula, which states: 
straight Bourbon is a whiskey distilled 
at not exceeding 160 proof from a 


fermented mash of not less than 51% 
corn, and reduced to 125 proof or 
less prior to storage in charred new oak 
barrels for not less than two years . . . 
although almost invariably a minimum 
of four years . . . and bottled at not less 
than 80 proof. 

Bourbon’s popularity, however, is not 
dependent on legal resolutions. It has 
persistently become the national 
beverage, and during its long life it has 
beckoned to many famous world 
personalities. 

One of the most memorable tales 
concerns Abraham Lincoln, whose 
youth was touched by Bourbon’s 
charisma more than once. When his 
father sold his 36-acre Kentucky farm, 
he received $20 in cash and 400 gallons 
of Bourbon, worth about $600. The 
whiskey was considered more useful 
in trading than money in those frontier 
days of 1816. 

Lincoln was President only a short 
while when he was called on to defend 
General Grant's habits off the battlefield. 
“1 wish | knew what brand of whiskey 
he drinks,” said Lincoln. “| would send 
a barrel to all my other generals.” 
Apparently Lincoln did find out. When 
he sent Grant congratulations for his 
victory at Vicksburg, a gift of fine 
Bourbon was included. 

A decade later, in 1874, Winston 
Churchill's American-born mother, 
Lady Randolph Churchill, originated 
one of the most famous Bourbon 
cocktails: the Manhattan. As one of 
New York's leading socialites of the 
day, she was giving a party in honor 
of Samuel J. Tilden’s election as New 
York’s reform governor. She persuaded 
a bartender to mix Bourbon with “a 
lesser portion of herb-piqued wine, 
sweet vermouth and aromatic bitters.” 
She named the drink after the Manhattan 
Club where the celebration was being 
held. 

Her famous son, Winston, who was. 
an oft-time guest. at the White House 
during his years as British Prime Minister, 
was reported to have said that it was 
President Roosevelt who taught him to 
like Bourbon on-the-rocks. Roosevelt's 
fondness for Bourbon Old-Fashioneds 
was celebrated by the time King George 


VI of England visited the White House 
in 1939. The President had a tray of the 
cocktails prepared when the King 


entered the library and said: “My 
mother does not approve of cocktails 
and thinks you should have a cup of 
tea.” The King answered: “Neither 
does my mother,” and proceeded to 
enjoy an Old-Fashioned. 

Peppery former-President Harry 
Truman has always enjoyed a reputation 
as a Bourbon fancier. During one of his 
frequent brisk early morning walks, he 
was asked by a breathless reporter for 
his views on Bourbon. “Yes, please,” 
Truman quickly retorted. Happily many 
newspapermen were present when the 
feud between Truman and President 
Nixon ended at the reception of the 1965 
Gridiron Club dinner. When Mr. Nixon 
bought Mr. Truman his favorite drink— 
Bourbon and water—the ex-President 
took the drink and said: “You are a 
gentleman.” Last year, when President 
Nixon visited London, the famed Savoy 
Hotel celebrated the occasion by 
creating a Bourbon cocktail in his 
honor. 

When  former-President Lyndon 
Johnson's personal physician, Vice- 
Admiral George Burkley, attested to 
his penchant for Bourbon, Harry Truman 
was the first to comment: ‘That's 
good. Bourbon and branch water is 
good for him.” 

Through Bourbon’s 18 decades 
gentlemen of every stripe and per- 
suasion have fitted Bourbon into the 
pattern of their lives, but none was more 
avid or versatile in its use than America’s 
lonely and intrepid  frontiersman. 
Historical documents and handwritten 
recipes, passed down through families, 
show that the pioneers frequently 
flavored their simple dishes with spices 
—and Bourbon occupied a prominent 
place on their spice racks. 

Later, Bourbon became popular as a 
flavoring, as well as a drinking asset in 
the South, when the Union blockade 
stopped the shipment of brandies, rums 
and wines into Confederate ports. 
Southern gentlemen found, to their 
delight, that Bourbon made an excellent 
substitute. It continues to be a favorite 
flavoring even more than 100 years 


after the Union blockade was lifted. | 
Today menus across the country show | 
dishes like Beef and Bourbon, Whiskey 
Pie, Bourbon Squash, Carrots Bour- 
bonade, Bourbon on a Cloud dessert. 
Correctly handled, a Bourbon-seasoned 
dinner can transform an ordinary meal 
into a memorable experience. 

The Bourbon gentleman can try his 
own creative skill and imagination at 
home with a flaming Bourbon dish. As 
with anything else, the Bourbon flavor 
should highlight rather than dominate. 
And there is no such thing as “cooking” 
liquor. The same quality of Bourbon 
used for drinks should be used for good 
food. 

For the benefit of the Bourbon 
gentleman—and particularly his lady— | 
who is calorie-conscious, remember 
that liquor in the pot is neither fattening 
nor inebriating. When the alcohol is 
burned off, it takes with it the calories 
and intoxicants, Flambe Bourbon dishes 
are particularly dramatic. Flaming at a 
table creates a most festive and romantic 
atmosphere wherever it occurs—as most 
gentlemen probably already know. 

The use of spirits has spread with the | 
increasing appreciation for good food. | 
More and more American restaurants. | 
presided over by famous chefs, are | 
using and extolling the merits of | 
Bourbon in cooking. Chef Joe Muggeo | 
of New York's Hampshire House, for 
example, does all his flambe dishes 
with Bourbon. Chicago's famed Bakery 
restaurant, owned by chef Louis 
Szathmary, has a number of specialties 
on its menu which are flavored with 
Bourbon, including Brownie Bottom 
Bourbon Pie. The Ritz-Carlton in 
Boston features a succulent lobster in a 
Newburg sauce made with Bourbon. 

Beef and Bourbon is the featured 
main course at the Talk of the Town 
Restaurant in Santa Barbara, California. | 
Weidmann’s Restaurant in Meridian, | 
Mississippi, founded by a native of | 
Switzerland, and included on many lists 
of great restaurants of America, has a | 
Bourbon-filled menu. Gallagher's 33rd | 
Restaurant, close by New York's | 
mammoth new Madison Square | 
Garden, makes an all-American con- | 
coction called “Moonshine Soup.” | 
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Food re ipes 


’ 
BEEFSTEAK FLAMBE 

For a simple but delicious trick with 
sprinkle one tablespoon of 
straight Bourbon over a hot thick 
sirloin steak, set alight and serve. 


JULEP LAMB CHOPS 

4 double loin lamb chops (2 Ib) 

2 teaspoons dried mint 

salt and pepper to taste 

2 teaspoons butter 

4 slices pineapple 

One-third cup straight Bourbon 

Preheat broiler. Press mint leaves into 
surface of lamb chops. Season with 
salt and pepper. Broil four inches from 
heat source, about ten minutes for 
first side, six minutes for second, or 
until crusty brown, yet still pink within. 
During the last five minutes of cooking, 
heat butter in electric skillet or large 
chafing dish, Add pineapple slices and 
saute lightly on both sides. Place one 
lamb chop on each pineapple slice. 
Sprinkle with straight Bourbon. Ignite 
and serve flaming to four. 


BOURBON SOUR CREAM DIP 

1 cup sour cream 

1 tablespoon Bourbon 

1 teaspoon finely chopped dill 
one-eighth teaspoon garlic salt 
one-half teaspoon lemon juice 

Mix all ingredients. Makes about 1 cup. 


Drink recipes r 


BOURBON COOLER 

1 can frozen lemonade concentrate 

1 can Bourbon (concentrate can from 
lemonade). 

Into blender mixing glass put one tray 
of ice cubes, well crushed, then contents 
of a can of frozen lemonade and an 
equal amount of Bourbon. Blend until 
smooth. Serves four. 


BITTER BOURBON 

33 oz Bourbon 

5 oz fresh orange juice 

14 oz white créme de menthe 

1 tsp Angostura bitters 

12 oz bottle iced quinine water. 

Shake Bourbon, orange juice, créme de 
menthe and bitters well with ice. Strain 
into serving pitcher. Serve over rocks in 
10 oz glass. Add quinine water. 


TROPICANA 

13 oz. Bourbon 

1 oz orange juice 

4 02 lime juice 

3 dashes maraschino liqueur 

1 tsp sugar 

Pour ingredients into cocktail shaker 
half filled with cracked ice, shake well 
and strain into chilled champagne glass. 
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Fes getting very difficult these days to 
deal with the revolutionary situation 
There are more laws on the books to deal 
with a situation than really are needed. 
Still, more laws are being continually 
passed. Consequently, it’s getting very 
difficult to know what we can do and 
what we can’t do, what we as revolu- 
tionists can say, what we can't say. 
Who knows anymore? Who has the 
time to go and research all the laws? 
The best thing | can say about them is... 
Fuck it! 

There has to be some kind of game 
going on, when the people don’t know 
what the laws are, when the pigs of the 
power structure are the only ones to 
know what's going on. These pigs use 
the Law to maintain their position. to 
maintain their power. They put the 
interest of their party or their class above 
the welfare of the people. | believe the 
only way the people can deal with this 
is to take their issue to the streets. 

Meantime, the world is teetering on 
the brink, while the legislatures, the 
congress and even the courts of this 
country have become nonfunctioning 
for the people. Remember all the fuss 
over the bomb. People don’t even talk 
about the bomb anymore. There's 
no point talking about hydrogen bombs 
hanging over everybody's head. Peti- 
tions, appeals, tons and tons of 
material have been written to explain 
why bombs should be gotten rid of, to 
explain why we should stop oppressing 
people, why we should do endless 
numbers of things. 

What are the reasons behind nothing 
getting done ? Now, dig this : The people 
in America are confused, that’s the 
obvious and basic cause of all the shit 
that’s going on in this country. It’s so 
difficult to do anything about it because 
the people are spoon-fed lies . . . and 
lies on the highest level. 

A few months ago we saw one 
political party accuse the President of 
creating a credibility gap. They accused 
the President of being unreliable when it 
comes to telling the people what is 
really going on. The word was out that 
when his Cabinet ministers and Cabinet 
officers issue statements, they in all 
reality cannot be believed. The same 


accusation has been applied to the 
Mass media. We know this because 
many people who have been active and 
a part of various demonstrations, who 
have had occasion to read about these 
same demonstrations in the Papers, 
realize that the events as interpreted by 
the press come off as if they occurred 
elsewhere, .What was being reported, 
of course, had nothing in fact to do with 
what really went on. It’s no accident that 
people who have been deluded in this 
way all their lives don’t know what's 
really going on. No wonder when some 
pig comes and tells them the only way 
to solve their problems is to lynch a 
nigger, they listen. 

For the average uninformed moron, 
the Solution is to throw up his hands and 
Just go along with the situation. Even 
50, We can’t write off the average moron 
that easily. Let's say, giving him the 
benefit of the doubt, that if he could just 
get the right information, he would have 
the raw material for new ideas .. . and 
that if he gets misinformation, he will 
have the raw material for brand new 
funny ideas. This is the basic problem 
for revolutionaries, providing the right 
information. It means that we must 
create new people, people who when 
they talk or write have the public's 
trust in what they say. 

Now, | don't think it’s too hard to have 
the attitude that George Washington 
was supposed to have about that cherry 
tree. You know, an honest attitude. It’s 
not too hard because what's going down 
is something much more basic than a 
goddam cherry tree. What's going down 
is the issue of the continued existence 
of people on the face of this planet, 
earth. The pile of lies added to lies has 
grown too large. It’s time. It's time to 
begin anew, to stop going along with 
the bullshit that should have never been 
endorsed. No more lies can be tolerated 
because the world is overloaded and 
sinking and we're going down like 
deadweight, weighted in the blood of 
the peoples of the world. 

The lies are being created in our name 
.. . blacks as well as whites. We are 
involved. Everybody in the country is 
involved. Any way you look at it, each 
individual is either a part of the solution 


ora part of the problem. On an individual 
level, the issue is self-respect. Respect 
not to allow racist pigs and the power 
structure to shit on the rest of humanity 
in the alleged cause of humanity. 
Self-respect of this kind means being 
willing to lay down life and pick up the 
gun. 

The issues are clear-cut. Whether or 
not we're going to allow America to go 
into fascism. Whether or not we're 
going to allow the black community to 
be turned overtly into a concentration 
camp. To say no to this, to destroy 
self-respect of this sort, means to 
endorse madmen in a time that demands 
madmen. 

Now, | believe that people are still 
people, that the pigs haven't pro- 
grammed all of the people yet. Huey 
Newton says, “The spirit of the people 
is greater than the establishment's 
technology.” Huey believes and | be- 
lieve that it’s possible for the people to 
break out, to liberate themselves and to 
build a new world. 


The pigs like to make us think that 
this is a gloomy situation—" Nothing 
can be done,” they say. “Trust in your 
President’. They like for us to believe 
that the war in Vietnam cannot be 
stopped, that it's too complicated, that 
we can’t negotiate, that the North 
Vietnamese won't talk sense. But some 
of us know that war can be stopped 
tight now, if that pig who sits in my 
seat in the White House would pick up 
the telephone and say, “Send out this 
order; ‘Withdraw the soldiers’. That's 
all that motherfucker has got to say and 
he’s a liar and a punk if he says any- 
thing else. 


The truth is the pigs of the power 
structure are oinking to the people. | say 
it has to stop. | say we're going to put 
an end to it and that if the pigs don't 
straighten up, well, there’s just going to 
have to be some barbecue. It’s pure and 
simple. It’s either/or. Either you get your 
boot off my neck or I'm going to snatch 
your leg off. Either the oppressive 
forces are going to withdraw from the 
black community or we are going to 
yeah, we are going to start shooting. 
Why? Because the oppressor has no 


tights, he’s out of order from the 
beginning, there's nothing to talk about, 
negotiate or settle. Don't tell me to do 
away with this oppression within the 
framework of the American tradition. 
Don't tell me to do this because it is 
precisely the American tradition that | 
want to smash. And don't tell me 
because | say take your foot off my neck 
that I'm a racist, because it’s your 
racist motherfucking establishment 
that's killing me. Don’t even tell me not 
to say “motherfucker because you 
love Jesus, when | know you don’t 
practice what He believes. | say these 
uncouth things because there is no 
other recourse, Oppressed people have 
to use the only power that they have, 
the only power that can never be taken 
away from them when everything else 
has been taken. That power is the power 
to destroy, the power to be ugly, to 
disrupt, to throw a nigger-wrench into 
the machinery. 

To feel this way is to affirm what | 
believe every man, woman and child on 
this planet earth has the right to: the 
highest. best, most beautiful life. To 
feel this way obliterates anyone who 
dares say: ‘| have an inheritance which 
says | can have while others have not’. 
To feel this way means that | don’t 
want to hear about the deeds, the trusts, 
the blue-chip stocks ; they're only paper 
and paper will burn, now won't it? 

To feel this way means that | say, 
yes | am subversive to the bullshit that 
is going on in this country and that | 
don't mind saying it. | can say these 
things because | know the people of 
America have free will, because | know 
they're up against dirty pigs in the news. 
media, up against educators that mis- 
educate, up against preachers who lie 
on Sunday and who sprinkle holy water 
on hydrogen bombs. 

To feel this is to know the people still 
have free will, free will enough to put 
all the pigs in the pigpen, to wrest 
control of their destiny out of the hands 
of administrators and public servants 
who have the guns and who have 
grown arrogant. The destiny of the 
world is in the hands of the people. And 
when they find this out, what’s wrong 
and oppressive will end. Oty 


GROOM AT THE TOP........ 


Toiletry 
report 
from a 
sickbed 


The location was Antigua, 


that lush little jewel of an 
island in the Caribbean. It 
was the day the fashion 
photographs appearing in 
this issue were taken, and 
that’s when your faithful 
reporter went rolling over 
and over down a big hill. 
The fact that | was in a car 
at the time, traveling at 
speed, complicated matters. 
Regaining consciousness, | 
recall that the car was right 
side up, but as flat and 
wrinkled as a well-used dish- 
tag. | was still in it. 

A crowd of excited people 
swarmed about as several 
of the older men cut away 
the trunk in order to pull me 
out. The events of the next 
few days are sketchy. An 
ambulance took me to Hol- 
berton Hospital outside of 
St. John’s, the capital. | 
awoke the first morning with 
a brace on my neck and my 
head hanging down off the 
top of the bed, held in place 
that way by several small 
sandbags. My body felt (and 
still does occasionally) as 
though somebody worked 
me over the night before 
with a lead pipe. 

Three native ladies were in 
my room. One, a huge fat 
gal, held my hair up from 
my head, commenting on its 
length. Another seemed to 
be weighing my arm. | 
thought for all the world at 
that moment that | was being 
sized up for a kettle. The 
women turned out to be a 
cleaning lady, laundry lady 
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and helper, a trio whose 
daily visits | came to look 
forward to during the follow- 
ing two weeks. 

Another morning | woke 
up and found four silent 
moppets in the room, ages 
about 10 to 14, all staring 
at me. “Hello,” | said. The 
group remained silent for 
several moments, then one 
of them volunteered: “The 
nurse said we could come 
and look at you.” Being an 
American, | was the hit of 
the hospital. 

In general, treatment was 
good. My only complaint is 
that it was days before 
anyone told me what was 
wrong with me and whether 
the condition was serious. | 


was understandably con- 
cerned. | knew | didn’t have 
sandbags on my head be- 
cause of dandruff. 

The point of all this is not 
to solicit your sympathies, 
but rather to report the 
grooming needs of those who 
are suddenly waltzed off to 
the land of the sick and 
disabled. First, especially in 
warm climates or weather, 
get a large bottle of rubbing 
alcohol. It will soothe and 
refresh the skin, particularly 
bed-weary backs. Aftershave 
lotion, because of its heavy 
alcohol content, will do just 
as well, but make sure the 
scent is a mild one. Strong 
fragrance can be nauseating 
to anyone who is ill. 


Toothpaste, toothbrush 
and mouthwash are impor- 
tant. When one encounters 
difficulty in swallowing, the 
mouth becomes dry and 
foul. Mouthwash is also 
needed in the event the 
patient has drawn a good- 
looking nurse. Shaving gear 
is essential. Beards, particu- 
larly in the chin and neck 
area, fast become irritating. 
If you're wearing a neck- 
brace, even the faintest trace 
of whiskers can turn it into 
a Chinese torture device. 
Talc will prove helpful. 

Finally, you'll need some 
wash cloths. Most hospitals, 
quick to supply towels, are 
reluctant to provide any such 
items for washing up. 


news Is 
good 
news 


Some of the biggest names 
in normally blase Hollywood 
were shocked bug-eyed 
recently at a big posh charity 
dinner when, on leaving, a 
curvy young beauty glared at 
the man across the table 
from her. “Here,” she said, 
reaching into the top of her 
gown, “you've been staring 
at these all night. You may as 
well have them.” Two 
sponge rubber falsies went 
bouncing across the table. 
Such theatrics, — while 
attention-getting, will soon 
no longer be possible now 
that fashion leaders have put 
their stamp of approval on 
the natural look: no padding, 
no bras at all. This new 
look, we've noticed, shows 


Exquisite Form’s No-bra. 


itself to best advantage on 
discotheque dancefloors 
where miles-apart “abandon” 
dancing still flourishes. 

Recently, a “‘no-bra” day 
was declared in Brooklyn, 
another in Chicago, and out 
in Pomona, California, where 
just about anything can 
happen, a $18,000-a-year 
welding engineer, Jane 
Andre, urged 2,000 co- 
workers at General Dynamics 
to shed their bras. No doubt 
as a threat to the company’s 
safety program, she was 
fired. Last spring, a survey of 
college-aged girls on the 
East Coast revealed that 32 
per cent of them had aban- 
doned their Maidenforms. 
Living Bras and what have 
you. 

Meanwhile, psychiatrists 
warn that women’s breasts 
have already become over- 


emphasized symbols of sex | 


in this country. Too much 
bosom-consciousness, some 
of them say, can sometimes 
lead to serious sex problems. 
For example, a case on record 
in California concerns a man 
who became sexually excited 
every time he 


Handbag by Margolin. 


flowers, a problem caused by 
being similarly stimulated 


;} many times by the sight of 


a beautiful woman, quite 
unavailable to him, who 
always wore a fresh blossom 
in the crevice of her breasts. 
Nonetheless, such cases 
are rare, and we definitely 
approve of the no-bra look. 
Throughout history women’s 
breasts have been praised by 
poets, immortalized by 
sculptors, revered by painters. 
Writers have glorified them 
too, including unfortunately 
perhaps some of the worst 
lines ever written in con- 
temporary literature : 
“... And he was so shy. At 


| first he was even afraid to 


touch my boobs. But I've 
taught him, and now— 
wow !” 

That's in Valley of the Dolls 
by Jacqueline Susann. A 
writer of even more renown 
once described his heroine's 
breasts as “firm, with nipples 
like pink erasers on a pencil.” 


touched | But it was his first book. 
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Latest: 
curly 
coiffure 
bulletin 


According to columnist Bob 


Sylvester, the new Joe 
Namath hairdo at Mr. 
Marvin's features 12 quick- 
release curls and miniature 
knee-bandages. 


Handbag 
sales 
up—for 
men! 


After years of threatening to 
break through on the Ameri- 
can fashion scene, handbags 
for men are finally becoming 
a reality. One Los Angeles 
department store that once 
sold about 30 male handbags 
a year now reports sales as 
brisk as 30 a day. Major 
reason behind the sudden 
acceptance is the new tight- 
fitting style in men’s clothes, 
along with pocketless 
trousers and shirts. Innovation 
also plays a role. Men reluct- 
ant to carry actual handbags 
are willing to carry empty 
binocular cases or small air- 
line flight bags to serve the 
same purpose. 

Revived is the old joke: 
“I'm warning you. If you 
call me a sissy one more 
time, I'll smack you with my 


| purse.” Ot—g 


NEW-POWERFUL 


LONG RANGE 


RADAR DETECTOR 


RADAR SENTRY GOES POWERFUL 


Safe drivers are alerted far in ad- 
vance of radar zones thru new long- 
range antenna design—transistorized 
—no wires—comes complete —clip 
on visor and use. Send check, or 
charge to Diners Club, American 


Express or C.O.D. 


10 Day Money Back Guarantee 
RADATRON, INC. 

Dept. 2424-46, P.O. Box 177, 
N. Tonawanda, N.Y. 14121 

Bill my Diners Club Acct. # 


Address 
fa 


1D Sapphire 
Blue 

Oo Emerald 
Green 

O Beige 


Each, $39.95 


es 


State 


aS 
Sah 


Pies 


Chosen exclusively by the 
Conrad Hilton Hotel for their 
Imperial and Bridal Suites! 
Washable acetate satin in 
Gold, Black, Mint, Lilac, Or- 
chid, Pink, White, Blue or Red! 


SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 


Double Set (90x108) $17.50 
Twin Set (72x108) 11.25 
Queen Set (90x122%) 20.49 
King Set (108x122%4) 23.98 
3 letter monogram on cases 150 


For fitted bottom sheet, add $2.00 
to double or twin price; $2.50 to 
queen price; $3.00 to king price. 


Send check or m.o. 
50% deposit on C.0.D.’s. 


Scintilla, Inc. 


4802 N. Broadway NO-2 
Chicago, Ill. 60640 


“Satin Originals for 20 Years.” 


87 


et it be said, right straight out of the 

top of the barrelhead, that | am not 
a vain man. Yet just last week, on my 
way to speak at the International 
Barbers’ Convention in New York 
City, | could not help but pause and 
look at myself in the mirror. It was one of 
the many 14-foot high mirrots that 
line the main entrance hall of “The 
House That Hair Built’—the newly 
erected Puppin Building on Madison 
Avenue. 

Let me tell you what | saw: | saw a 
man in his middle forties, a trifle stout 
perhaps from the happy rigours of 
international gourmandizing. | saw a 
man wearing shoes from Rome, trousers 
from Hongkong, jacket from London, 
shirt from France, and_ reversible 
sharkskin necktie from Whistling 
Waters, North Dakota (my home town). 
| saw a man whose antique doorknock 
beltbuckle alone was worth 1000 
dollars. | saw a man with polished 
nails and, if ! do say so myself, a 
polished manner as well. But most 
importantly, / saw a man with a full 
head of hair. 

How different the mirror’s reflection 
would have been just one year ago! 
It would have shown a man_ bent 
almost literally double by the heavy 
stoop of failure, whose skinny body 
was made more ridiculous by the bags 
and swags of the “Big Mac’ work- 
clothes he wore, whose shirt, trousers, 
shoes, socks, and even underwear were 
all from Whistling Waters, North 
Dakota. Most significantly, the mirror 
would have shown a man who was as 
bald as a banjo string. 

No doubt you are wondering how | 
managed to take this dramatically fast 
climb up life’s treacherous ladder in 
one short year. Put in simplest terms, | 
have discovered a way to reinvest the 
human scalp with a living, growing, 
scalp-rooted cover, so nearly similar to 
human hair that virtually no one can 
tell the difference. However, | am 
getting ahead of the story. Let me begin 
at the beginning. 

Even in the best of times,, a sturdy 
head of hair was never my strong point. 
By the age of nine, it had begun a 
characteristic twin recession from the 
front on either side of the forelock, 
giving me by the age of 14 a tonsorial 
effect not unlike that of the late Moss 
Hart. By the age of 16 my hair was 
completely gone from the front and top 
of my head; yet it still abounded at the 
sides and back. My mother insisted on 
letting it grow long, When she combed 
it back, | looked like William Jennings 
Bryan. When she combed it forward, | 
looked like Zero Mostel. Clearly, this was 
a difficult state of affairs for a teen-ager, 


and epithets such as “‘skinhead”, 
“mirror noggin’, and ‘‘Indian bait” 
are among the sharpest and most 


painful memories of my childhood. It, 
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SCURRY FOR THE FRIN 


was with something like relief that | 
saw my remaining hair begin its 
inevitable thin and fall, and by the age of 
21 | was balder than a liberty nickel. 
Now you would think that having a 
hair problem—or rather, a /ack-of-hair 
problem—much younger than most 
people do, | would have hardened to it 
much more easily. Tragically, the 
reverse was true. Dreams of success 
beckoned me to the big city, but fear 
of strangers’ ridicule bade me stay 
home. | elected to take up truck farming 
and, with what little money my mother 
could get together, | bought a tract of 
land not far from where | was born. 
Year followed uneventful year. Crops 
were planted, crops were harvested, 
crops were sent to the market. | 
measured out my life in cabbage heads, 
but -always, it seemed, in a few less 
cabbage heads than the other fellow. 
Mother could never understand why 


my yearly produce figures were in- 
variably below those of my neighbors. 
How could | tell her that at best truck 
farming was simply a front? How could 
| tell her that every spare moment | 
could wrest from the fields, every spare 
dollar | could shave off legitimate farm 
expenditure was being used to find a 
cure for the loathsome head blight that 
had marked me from earliest youth ? 

| answered every hair restoration 
advertisement that ever appeared in a 
magazine. |. made secret trips to self- 
styled hair resurrectionists in New 
Orleans, Los Angeles, and even New 
York City. My scalp became a proving 
ground for virtually every fuzz quack in 
the nation. Unguent followed salve 
followed ointment, in .a vicious pro- 
cession, Multi-colored powders followed 
pastes of every description. Fierce 
electrical currents crackled between my 
ears. | slept with my head propped up; 


GE ON TOP 


| slept with my head held down. 
Wrapped in a “miracle heat bandage”, 
| sat for hours with my head in the 
stove. Wrapped in a “miracle cold 
bandage”, | soon had memorized the 
labels of everything in my icebox. 

In desperation, | even turned to black 
magic. Once in New Orleans | sat 
rigidly for six hours, while a “magic” 
hop-toad meandered clammily on my 
head. Another . time a 92-year-old 
Creole man thumped on my scalp with 
his hands, in the manner of playing a 
drum. while singing, or screaming, in 
thythm: ‘“Oooooooooh . . . let the hair 
grow... 000000000h . . . cover up this 
shiny place ... 000000000h .. . cover up 
this ugliness...” 

It was, to say the least, a humiliating 
experience. 

To those bald and balding men among 
you who have yourselves “tried every- 
thing’, my failure to regrow hair will 


come as no surprise. | decided to give 
up the search which had by then taken 
the best part of 15 years, and determined 
to devote myself thenceforth to farming. 
But, with all hope now gone, | began 
slipping into a state of mind dangerously 
close to depressive derangement. | 
would go for days without eating. 
Unable to muster the spirit to return 
home, | would spend all night in the 
fields. 

Yet, in the end, it was by way of this 
last manifestation of acute depression, 
that a miraculous deliverance came 
which ended the search and changed 
my life. 

Unable to return home one night, | 
stretched out in the field | had been 
working and, with the stars for my 
blanket, waited impatiently for sleep. It 
would not come. As the minutes passed, 
stones began to poke their pointed 
noses into my back. | swiftly developed 
a crick in the neck. | was trying to 
summon the energy to return home to 
my regular bed, when | thought of the 
grass-seed bin just at the corner of the 
adjoining field. Might not North Dakota 
grass seed—in bulk only a little coarser 
than sand—make an ideal pallet for 
the night? | got up and went to the bin 
where | dug the seed to roughly the 
contours of my body. | lay down. It was 
bliss. Morpheus, never close by in 
those days, nipped in and bore me off 
to the land of Nod. 

Three days later, an intense itching 
developed on my_ scalp, which no 
amount of calamine lotion would 
telieve. Obviously, | had picked up 
something in the grass-seed bin— 
redbugs, perhaps, or a plant allergy of 
some kind. Over the next days, the 
itching intensified. By the ninth day it 
had become virtually unbearable. | 
thought | would go out of my mind and 
sleep, blessed sleep, was becoming out 
of the question. 

Before dawn of the tenth day, | lay 
in bed staring at the ceiling. My scalp. 
per usual, was on fire. Then | heard 
what can only be described as a faint 
popping, as if someone had opened a 
bottle of champagne 200 yards away. 
This pop was immediately followed by 
another pop, and another and another, 
so that shortly the air was alive with 
these distant-seeming popping sounds. 
In five or ten minutes the sound 
diminished. The pops came less fre- 
quently until they had disappeared 
entirely. But as | lay there, first light just 
streaking the horizon, | sensed that 
something was  wrong—incredibly 
wrong, incredibly altered. In a flash | 
knew what it was. As if by magic every 
bit of the itching, had stopped. What 
was happening ? What had happened ? 
| leapt out of bed and rushed to the 
bathroom. | turned on the light and. 
bending forward, anxiously surveyed 
the top of my head. 
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There, by the light of a naked fly- 
specked lightbulb, |, Ralph G. Puppin, 
bore witness to the truly astonishing: 
all over the pink and shiny surface of the 
top of my head, thousands of tiny 
points had appeared, glistening bright 
and green. 

North Dakota Grass Seed had taken 
root in my scalp. 

Naturally, | was a little reluctant to 
believe what | saw. After all, it had been 
nearly 25 years since my last haircut. 
And I'd been on too many wild cowlick 


chases before. Still .. . | had to admit 
that things on top /ooked awfully, 
awfully good. 


| took the day off and tried to collect 
my thoughts. | admit that the idea of 
grass seed as a substitute for a natural 
crop of hair seemed pretty fantastic to 
me, at first. And yet. the more | thought 
about it, the more | realized that every- 
thing new seems pretty fantastic at 
first. Then | got to thinking : now, if you 
can grow green grass on a plain old 
dirt field, why sure-as-shooting’ you 
should be able to grow it on a surface 
where blood vessels, brain tissue. 
and all kinds of cells and what-not are 
there waiting to nourish it from below. | 
remember asking myself, in all humility, 
why nobody had ever thought of this 
before. 

The next two weeks were the longest 
in my entire life. You see, sprouts on 
my head were one thing; hardly 
reason enough, however, to bring out 
the old Ace comb that I'd been keeping 
in the trophy chest. Three big questions 
had yet to be answered: 1: would my 
grass sprouts really grow into grass 
hair?; 2. if so, would my hair change 
color? (| knew, of course, that the 
hair of a baby often does) ; 3.—and this 
was the big one—if | could get satis- 
factory answers to questions 1 and 2, 
would this amazing process work as 
well on somebody else, or hundreds 
and thousands of somebody elses, as 
it had on me? 

For the next two weeks | wore a 
special cheesecloth net on my head 
to cover up the thousands of little green 
roots. | did this first of all because | 
didn’t want to have to talk about my 
discovery until | was sure; and also 
because | knew that tobacco farmers in 
the state of Connecticut did this very 
same thing in order to get the best 
possible crop. Well, though I'd never 
been much for the waiting game, | 
waited patiently through 14 days and 
nights before | took another look at my 
head. And when at long last | removed 
that netting and looked into the mirror, | 
saw just about the grandest head of 
hair on my side of the Mississippi. 
Yessirrree! Talk about grass roots 
appeal all you want to; there weren't 
ever any grass roots that had the appeal 
mine had. | had hair again! A full head 
of hair. And the color? Why it was light 
brown—just the color of the hair | had 


when | was a boy of four. 

But, of course, the Big Question— 
would it work on others ?—had yet to 
be answered. Whom could | get to 
sleep in my bin of North Dakota grass 
seed, | wondered? And what if | got 
someone to do it and the whole 
process went haywire? Or, worse yet, 
what if the grass seed turned into 
haywire ? While | would unquestionably 
be willing to risk my own scalp to prove 
this thing out, frankly | just wasn’t so 
sure about risking other people’s. And 
so, | did the next best thing. | got my 
dog to cooperate. This took a bit of 
doing because, you see, for three days 
after taking off my protective netting 
my dog didn’t know who the devil | 
was. Anyway, | finally got Pancho to 
spend the night in the seed bin. Pancho, 
by the way, was a Mexican Hairless. 
And still is. The seed didn’t take. What 
to do now? Should | go on? 

My answer was only two days in 
coming, in the form of 65-year-old 
49-year-bald Cue Ball Tom Trotter, 
who came to my farm one night around 
Garry Moore time. You see, by this time, 
the news of my miraculous growth had 
spread across the county. “Puppin has 
Plumage’: is the way the Whistling 
Waters newspaper put it—right up in 
headline. Trotter asked me how | did it, 
| told him, and he allowed that he'd 
try anything once. 

! did one thing different with Tom 
than I'd done with-myself and Pancho. 
Instead of setting Trotter right in the 
bin of North Dakota grass seed, | 
prepared a special piece of hair gear for 
him into which the seed could be 
sprinkled. | moistened the seed with 
North Dakota dew. Well, when | tell 
you that for the next 10 days Tom had a 
head-itch the likes of which he never 
had before, I’m telling you that things 
were looking mighty good, aren't |? 
And they ended mighty good, too. In 
another two weeks the head of Trotter 
was ablaze with flaming red hair! And 
| was on my way to fame and fortune. 

Well, about all | can say is that if you've 
got a hair problem, do as hundreds of 
thousands have done. Come on over to 
the Puppin Building. We'll develop a 
head of hair for you that is so like 
natural hair that, to quote our slogan, 
“Even You Won't Have To Tell Your Best 
Friend.” 

And now | would very much like to 
answer a few questions, the kind of 
questions that | encounter daily in my 
profession. | hope that my answers will 
go a long way toward removing any 
fears and doubts you may have about 
my revolutionary hair discovery and, | 
might add, about hair in general. 


Q. | have been wearing grass hair for 
nearly a year now. And now my wife 
tells me she is going to have a baby. 
She still has her regular hair. What 
worries us is this: will our baby have 


my hair or my wife's hair? 


A. The baby will have its own hair. 
Surely you should. know that while 
your baby will gain hair, it is not at the 
expense of yours—or your wife's. 


Q. When | had my original hair, people 
used to tell me that brushing was good 
for it. And I've continued to brush my 
new crop just like in the old days. But 
| notice that down by the roots my 
hair is getting so thin | can actually see 
through it. Should | worry about this 
condition? 


A. No. It’s just sheer follicle. 


Q. You say | shouldn't use lotions on my 
grass hair. But what about dandruff ? 


A. I'm against using dandruff. Forget 
about powders and flakes. The best 
thing for your new hair is a slow 36-hour 
rain. 


Q. I'd been told that a good crop of hair 
is a virility indicator. Well, my husband’s 
hair grows like a weed and he hasn't 
so much as kissed me for six years. So, 
if you ask me, the hair-virility link is a 
lot of nonsense. What do you say? 


A. What're you doing Saturday night? 


Q. Do-you really mean that anyone can 
grow grass hair? 


A. Yes, | do. Unless, that is, you have 
been bald since birth. 


Q. My son, Clarence, is prematurely 
gray. That is, | think he is. He’s only in 
the 2nd grade. What about it? 


A. This much is certain: one of you is 
awful stupid ! 


Q. I'm very, very happy with my new 
hair. There’s just one thing that bothers 
me; you know that terrible itching that 
| experienced before my hair sprouted ? 
Well, it just doesn’t go away. Don't tell 
me I’m growing more hair? 


A. Oh, good heavens, no! The itching 
is probably nothing more than ants in 
your hair. Or perhaps locusts or tiny 
field mice. Come on over to my office 
in the next couple of months and I'll be 
more than glad to take a look at you. 


In closing, | would just like to remind 
all of my clients, past and present, that 
with winter here you've got to take 
extra-special care with your hair. A 
cold hard winter can destroy the roots 
of even the most fertile crop. And to 
the many of you grass-heads who just 
don't make it through the long, winter 
months, let me say this: all is not lost. 
At least, not forever. See you this 
spring! 
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Chef Horst Sempler laces this delicious 
Cream of Corn soup with a hearty 
portion of Bourbon. 

Down in pleasure-loving. food- 
famous New Orleans, the Bon-Ton 
Cafe serves a delectable bread pudding 
with a tangy Bourbon sauce. It's a 
special favorite during the Mardi Gras 
season. 

Actually, the Bourbon gentleman has 
many prerogatives in enjoying his 
favorite spirit, whether in food or drink. 

Undeniably. Bourbon weaves a most 
enchanting spell wherever it appears. 
It has been known to turn poets 
thapsodic, as in these affectionate lines 
by an anonymous but obviously 
smitten lover: 

Here’s to good old Bourbon, 
So amber and so Clear; 

Not as sweet as a woman’s lips 
But much more sincere. 

The Bourbon mania has also been 
spreading rapidly abroad. European 
gentlemen, who pride themselves on their 
cultivated tastes, are discovering the 
joys of America’s own spirit in increasing 
numbers. Bourbon has become a favorite 
of the mod set in London’s fashionable 
Chelsea. In fact, the British Prime 
Minister, Harold Wilson, created a bit 
of a stir in Washington after a press 
conference when he was asked if he 
would like a drink. Mr. Wilson replied : 
“Yes, I'll have a Bourbon.” It seems that 
the Embassy staff had neglected to 
provide Bourbon for the bar. But in a 
matter of minutes, the Prime Minister's 
request was answered. 

In Paris, they still remember the days 
of World War |, when Bourbon was 
introduced to /a belle France by 
Yankee Doughboys. Bourbon‘s sales in 
France climbed 57% last year, moving 
up on native wines and spirits, though 
no advertising of alcoholic beverages 
other than those made from the grape 
(that is, wine or brandy), is allowed 
there. 

West Germans, with their affluence 
and rapidly developing dedication to the 
better things in life, are Bourbon’s best 
customer in Europe. They savored 80% 
more Bourbon last year than during the 
previous 12 months. Even in Rome, 
where the dolce vita is pursued with 
increasing devotion, the Italian finds 
that Bourbon makes life sweeter. And 
in far-off Australia and New Zealand, 
Bourbon is thought of as the most 
exciting American contribution since 
the people “down under” adopted jazz. 
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bands’ Week—and arranged for the 
clocks to be housed temporarily in an 
upstairs room of the Swiss embassy. 
When she had completed her plans for 
the birthday party to be given for her by 
the Ambassador, Ludwig Kunz-Strukke, 
she summoned him to the office he had 
been obliged to provide for her on the 
ground floor. 

“Here's my cheque for the half- 
million dollars | promised you, Ludwig. 
They'll keep you in luxury for the rest of 
your life—which is just as well, ‘cos you 
won't be persona grata with the 
President after this little shindig we're 
throwing tomorrow.” 

“With half a million dollars,” Ludwig 
yodelled, “who needs the President? 
How many guests have | decided to ask 
to this party ?”” 

“Just a dozen, apart from the Ack- 
sherns. All personal friends of yours or 
his—so the Secret Service can stay in 
the kitchen, noshing Swiss gateaux.”” 

“About drinks, you know the Presi- 
dent's teetotal ?”” 

“| was just coming to that,” Wanda 
drawled ... 


The party for Count Walter de Bonvin 
was in full swing and President Ack- 
shern, clutching his third glassful of 
carrot juice, was huddled in a corner with 
Walter, his slightly bloodshot eyes 
rivetted on the comely youth. The 
President's jowls were flushed, and his 
articulation a little erratic. 

“No kidding, Walt?” he was saying. 
“And you got them upshtairs ? | wanna 
see those clocks, son!” 

Upstairs, to an intermittent back- 
ground of little doors popping open and 
cuckoos doing. their contrapuntal nuts, 
the conversation between the President 
and the young Swiss count soon took 
a most bizarre turn. 

“|. and so now you know my little 
secret, Mr President, you will understand 
why | can never, regrettably, be a suitor 
for your lovely daughter's hand.” 

The President, who had heard Walter 
out in popeyed silence, groped shakily 
behind him for the arm of a chair to sit 
on. 

“You mean you never wanted to be a 
girl—right from the shtart? You think 


and act like a boy and you're a boy in 
every reshpect, ‘cept for—'cept for—?” 

“A very tiny one, actually,” Walter 
sighed. ‘Would it interest you—scienti- 
fically speaking, of course—to take a 


."" said the President, breathing 
hard, “if it wouldn't embarrass you...” 

“Not in the least. If you'll just switch 
that strong light on there beside you 
while | slip out of my pants...” 

“What | don’t figure out,” the Presi- 
dent croaked, fumbling for the light- 
switch, “is if you've had thish operation 
to kind of seal off the girl’s end of things, 
and you've only got thish rudimentary 
... what I’m trying to say, Walt, is what 
do you do for—well, you know.” 

“For kicks ? Why, Mr President, that 
surely doesn’t call for so much imagina- 
tion from a man of the world!” Walter 
paused in the act of draping his trousers 
across a chair to flash a smile at the 
agitated chief of state. “Why don’t you 
try putting yourself in my place ?” 

When the door opened a few minutes 
later and Candyfloss, wearing the 
uniform of an embassy housemaid, 
stepped in, she gaped wide-eyed at the 
scene before giving vent to a little 
scream of horror—muffled, at that 
precise moment, by the brief emergence 
of nine cuckoos expressing their own 
varying degrees of alarm. 


“Count de Bonvin—you! And on 
national territory, with a common 
American politician! | shall have to 


report this to the Swiss police!” 


“I'll have words with you later, 


wench!" Walter snapped, reaching for 
his trousers. “Meantime, back to your 
quarters, and stay there!” 

“Ruined !’ moaned Ackshern, as the 
nymphet withdrew, weeping. “I work 
my way up from the bottom to the 
pinnacle of world power—and now this 
cruel, cruel reversal !"" 

“Vl talk to the girl," Walter murmured, 
soothingly. “She'll have her price.” 

“Pravda will double it!" the President 
sobbed. “They'H toss in a Heroineship 
of the Soviet Union, for good measure !” 

“You are wincing,” Walter smiled, 
“before the lash has fallen. A common 
phenomenon, and one which I've 
always found particularly exciting.” 


As their plane took off from Kennedy 
Airport, headed for Frankfurt, Wanda 
von Kreesus opened her briefcase and 
slipped out the photographs Candyfloss 
had taken through the sliding panel of 
the cuckoos’ room. She flicked her cool 
green eyes over them. 

“You're getting good, Pusscake,” she 
nodded. ‘Beautiful definition.” 

“What did he say when you told him 
he'd been framed for posteriority ?”” 

“He didn't say. He just listened . . . 
The thought occurs to me: what would 
you bet this is the first time a suitor's 
been seduced by the daughter's old 
man?” 


Three down and three to go. . . Will Wanda never meet 
her match? Is it to be left to the hard-headed Chancellor 
of the Federal German Republic to foil her diabolical plan 
for 2 World Takeover? As Wanda wings across the 
Ailantic, hold on to your seat-belts for next month's 
blood-freezing episode .... 


Our 
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Members’ price: $5.55 
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him about the many wines which have survived 
to modern America for the enjoyment of those 
who understand its proper use. More than 1,000 
rare photographs, prints and engravings in 
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explores the glamorous world of modelling for 
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L. R. O'Conner; introduction by Albert Ellis 
Ph.D. “America's first complete sex course in 
one volume! Now, for the first time, the 
mystery of sex is unlocked with the aid of more 
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Paolo Mantegazza; translated by Samuel 
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greatest anthropologists and sexologists ex- 
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Robert L, Harkel, Seldom, if ever, has any 
book presented more beautifully and com- 
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men and wamen who wish to break down the 
barriers of sexual inhibition. In detailed infor- 
mative text and 197 dramatic photographs 


(black-and-white and color), the author 
discusses such topics as: The Building of 
Sexual Power; Sexual Stimulation: Building 
Feminine Passion ; Male Capacity ;and Positions 
and Movement. A handsomely produced 
volume, and a definitive work on the subject. 
Members’ price: $12.75. ; 
THE DIVINE ARETINO—'Greatest Erotic 
Writer in Christendom.” 

James Cleugh. A brilliant biography of Pietro 
Aretino, most colorful blackmailer of Renais- 
sance Italy—famous and feared for his wounding 
verse that exposed the private lives of princes, 
bandits, cardinals and painters. His was a lusty 
life as hangman‘s mate, pimp, mule driver, 
confidence trickster, and court jester in 1516 
under Pope Leo X. The first modern realist to 
thumb his nose at classical traditions, he wrote 
in the language of the street—and of the gutter. 
Memb: price: $5.55 


Deluxe two-volume boxed set: ORIENTAL 
LOVE and THE PHOTOGRAPHIC GUIDE 
TO ORAL GENITAL INTERCOURSE 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 64 


The Other 
(Caribbean 


everywhere in Tobago as in Trinidad. 
Steel band music originated in 1945, 
at the end of World War II, when a 
carnival day was declared and jubilant 
Trinidadians, dressed in colorful 
costume, seized on anything that would 
make noise or music: trashcan covers, 
old oilcans and even discarded car 
fenders. Through major recording com- 
panies, and the sophistication of 
instrumentation, the music is now 
enjoyed throughout the world. 

Moving north of Trinidad, about 90 
miles or so, one reaches the incredibly 
lush and beautiful island of Grenada, 
where most of the movie, /s/and in the 
Sun, was filmed. Kngwn as the Spice 
Island because of the cocoa, nutmeg 
and clove that grow in abundance, 
Grenada has water that is greener, skies 
that are bluer and clouds that are whiter 
than anywhere else in the Caribbea.n 

St. George's, the island’s capital, with 
a population of 100,000, curves around 
the end of a winding bay and is built 
into and onto a series of high, steep 
hills. Many of the buildings are made of 
bricks and stones that originally came to 
the island as ship ballast. 

Grenada was discovered by Columbus 
in 1498 but it was not until more than 
100 years later that a group of London 
settlers arrived in an attempt to form a 
settlement. They were quickly driven 
off by the fierce Carib Indians. The 
Indians successfully discouraged all 
other attempts at settlement until the 
French purchased the island from them 
Manhattan-style for a few knives, 
hatchets, beads and two bottles of 
brandy. The island changed hands 
several times and was finally ceded to 
England in 1783. 

While almost all of the Caribbean 
islands can boast spectacular natural 
beauty, seasoned island-hoppers know 
that a certain price must be paid for the 
enjoyment of such beauty. Grenada, 
like most “islands in the sun”, is 
impossibly slow and poky. Phone 
service is incredible. Food in even the 
best hotels and restaurants is tolerable at 
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best. Taxis are extremely overpriced, 
and the pace makes Mexico’s manana 
syndrome look like special delivery. In 
addition, inhabitants of Grenada only 
last year gained independence from 
Great Britain and are still feeling their 
oats. Most visitors may find them rude 
and insolent. One of the most unpleasant 
young ladies | have ever encountered 
manned the “Welcome to Grenada” 
tourist reception desk at the island’s 
airport. 

Undoubtedly the best and most 
efficiently run islands in the lower 
Caribbean, and those where the least 
anti-white sentiment is felt or noticed, 
are the Dutch islands of Aruba, Curacao 
and Bonaire. 

Aruba, population 60,000, is 15 miles 
off the coast of Venezuela. As a resort 
island, it is typically Caribbean—water 
the color of Liz Taylor’s eyes, sensuous 
sounds from steel drum bands, and tall 
palm trees forever waving at one 
another. Yet itis unique. Long described 
as a dead ringer for Arizona, Aruba is 
strikingly just that. It has Arizona's 
relentless sun, its flat, dry, rocky earth 
and even a mountain—the Hodiberg, 
as it's called in Dutch, the 541-foot 
“haystack” mountain. It’s not quite as 
high as Arizona’s Catalinas or Super- 
stitions, but it’s all mountain. A cement 
stairway to the top provides visitors 
with a spell-binding view of the island. 

Like Arizona, Aruba has cactus, 
everything from organ pipes to century 
plants. Residents use the cactus, planted 
in tight strips, as fences. Aruba even 
has gold. On the northeast side of the 
island are a number of old abandoned 
gold mills, crumbling stone remnants of 
more romantic days. When general 
wages went up, workers went elsewhere 
and the job of obtaining gold from 
volcanic rock proved far too impractical 
Today Aruba gets its gold from tourism. 

Curacao, the second largest of the 
Dutch islands, is known for its goats. 
If you see somebody marching down 
the street in Curacao with a raggedy, 
tattered sleeve or a hole in his pants, 


it doesn't mean that he’s been fleeced 
at the casino. It means the goats got 
to him. Goats are a big problem in 
Curacao. They are as thick as dogs in 
number and they eat laundry—every- 
body's laundry, tourists’ and natives’ 
alike. Because of the constant sun and 
constant breezes, wash hanging on a 
clothesline takes only minutes to dry, 
but that’s time enough for the hungry 
goats to do their damage. With the 
tourist season now in full swing, the 
goats are showing decided gourmet 
tendencies. They prefer men’s linen 
slacks and ladies’ chiffon blouses. 

The ownership of the goats is based 
on a unique system. If a goat lunches 
on your favorite Abercrombie and Fitch 
safari shirt. foolhardily left on the patio 
wall to dry, it's an orphan goat. It 
belongs to no one. If, on the other hand, 
you're out driving and happen to 
accidentally run down one of the 
dozens of goats that hog the roadways, 
no fewer than 16 irate owners show up 
threatening lawsuits or demanding 
immediate cash settlement. 

There are sheep in Curacao, too. As 
in any tropic or semitropic climate, the 
only way to tell the difference between a 
sheep and a goat is that the goat's tail 
sticks straight up and the sheep’s tail 
hangs down. Or is it the other way 
around? At any rate, sheep don't eat 
clothes. 

No matter where you go in the 
Caribbean, you'll save a good portion 
of at least your shirt if you do it off- 
season. (The high season generally 
runs from December 15 to April 1, a 
tourist-filled period of time known to 
many island residents as the “Hundred 
Days of Hell.”’) 

During off-season, prices are usually 
slashed to almost half their winter rates. 
Low cost airline excursion fares are 
available, and the temperatures in most 
of the islands—Antigua, Aruba, St. 
Lucia, Martinique and such—is only 
five to 10 degrees lower than in the 
wintertime. Cooling trade winds prevail. 

An airline serving many of the out-of- 
way lower Caribbean islands is BWIA, 
British West Indies Airlines. It bills 
itself as the “unheard-of airline serving 
the unheard-of islands,” but with top- 
quality service, meals and _ smiling, 
pleasant hostesses, it may soon have 
to find a new advertising slogan. 

Off-season bargains in handicraft are 
plentiful. Price tags on local native 
paintings displayed in hotel lobbies 
invariably show, if you flip them over, 
that the artist whose work sells for $50 
in the summer is destined for sudden 
fame by December and will command 
twice that much. 

To bolster business, native “jump-up” 
and carnival celebrations are often held 
in the summer. At the same time, lush, 
long, pink sand beaches are empty to 
allow even the most prudent miss to 
tan all over. 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 66 
help wonder.” 

She feigns indignation. “Don’t be crazy.” Her words are 
too strong for the line, much too strong. She suspects I 
know more than I’m saying. “Do you think I'd go to bed with 
that ambulance chaser ?” 

That does it! She’s trapped and changing character. What 
a way to talk about Sid. Poor Sid. If it hadn’t been for him, 
we'd never have met. If it hadn't been for him, | wouldn't feel 
the way | do, either. Well, he couldn't help it. It wasn’t 
his fault. Does it really make any difference ? | don’t suppose 
it does really. Or does it? Yes, by God, it does! Him and all 
the others! It’s her fault, not his. Her and her round-heeled 
outlook. I'm glad |.brought this on; I’m eradicating the 
feeling I've built up for her. I'll be smart and find a rich, non- 
drinking Junior Leaguer. But as long as I’ve bought dinner, 
| might as well take her to my place one last time. I’m gather- 
ing up our things when she says: “Can we go to my apart- 
ment ?” 

“Sure, but why ?”” 

“I'd just like to go to my place.” 

“Don't you like mine?” 

SOS DU bere 

“But, what?” 

“You can stay. My roommate's skii 

“But what's wrong with my place ?” 

“I'm uncomfortable there.” 

“Why ?”” We're walking up the stairs. 

“It's a place you shared with someone you were in love 
with.” 

For a moment I’m taken back. For God's sake, and how 
many men has she screwed here. We're undressing. “How 
many men have you screwed anyway ?”, | ask. “I mean, tell 
me... Between old friends, and one-night stands ?’” Sud- 
denly | want to put my clothes back on, but keep taking them 
off. “| mean .. . Jesus Christ!” 

| wished she’d answer... say something. She's sitting there 
in silence. She’s stopped undressing, and is sitting in her 
slip at the edge of the bed. Behind her, the lights of the bay 
blink between the divisions in the roofs. Suddenly, the anger 
and jealousy go out of me, and | see her as a lovely galaxy 
set in smaller stars that glow behind the weight of her form 
and all its promises. One of her hands is on the bed. | cover it 
with mine. “I'm sorry,” | say. “I didn’t mean it that way. If 
you want to know the truth, I’m jealous. | met you in such a 
funny way...” 

Her head snaps around. “So?” There’s a pause. “He did 
tell you!" 

“A little.” | try to sound casual. 

“What did he say?” 

“He said you didn’t like San Francisco.” 

“What else.” 

“That's about all.” 

There's a long silence. She knows I'm lying. “Maybe you'd 
better go now,” she says in a level tone. 

“It’s a little late for that, isn’t it?” 

Then more icily: “It’s never too late to go.” 

“Don't blame me for what he said.” 

Neither of us speak for a long time. She inclines her head 
to one side as if she’s trying to hear something outside the 
window, then stands up, pulls her robe around her—! can 
see her silhouette through its sheerness—and walks over 
to the window. “It’s not that,” she says softly. She looks 
out at the lights. The bridge towers blink around her head, and 
| wish I hadn’t started all this. 

“You still don’t understand, do you?” 

| say “What?” very slowly. 

“Yes, | went to bed with him. No, | don’t go to bed with 
everybody. | told you, | was depressed. I’ve gone to bed 
with other men because | was discouraged and depressed. 
Not many. | gave them nothing. They took nothing from me. 
| stole a little confidence from them. Just a few. And a few 
men | thought were what | wanted. A few men | hoped 
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Sleep Quick Sleep Fast 


; Might be the man who would ask me—tell me it's all over 


now, that the search was over, that they wanted me too, 
and that we'd never have to go to bed with anyone else 
again.” 

I'm shivering from shame and nakedness, but my body 
burns’ fevered. Why am | so stupid? Why was | too dumb 
to see life offers no less imperfection to this woman than 
to me? Why have | felt she should never be mistaken, never 
fooled like me? |’m the courtly one, | am! What am | really? 
Who am |? God, to judge other's hopes ? 

She stands there for a long time, then speaks in a voice so 
low | can;hardly hear it. “Can you tell which one you are ?” 

| move forward into the night. Fireflies and stars scattering 
as | step among them, and in their centre, | reach out for her. 
I'm floating out and away... . the lights of the bridge and the 
distant-constellations rush around me. Clusters and nebulae 
flaré from her hair and» shoulders as | lift her in my arms. 
Diana's cool hemisphere. Her hot thighs. My fingers among 
wet black stars with pink centres. Sagittarius, Andromeda, 
the Twin stars and the White Giant, Orion the hunter, comets 
bursting around me like rocket flares, the ot entag dust 
»of the Milky Way, and | know who | am...1 know who 
‘werare. 

But, in the next day's light, doubts seep into my head like 
trash into a plumber’s bucket. | can understand about the 


man or two she may have cared for, but what about all the 


casual screws. All the men on the street who will stare. me 
in the face as if to say: “Well, how do you like it?” She 
must be lying about Sid. She’s better looking than most 
girls | see with him. He wouldn’t voluntarily let this go after 
‘one time. If she’s lying about Sid, she’s lying about them all. 
| see this endless chain of sausages again, enough to go 
around the new Bank of America building. If that’s her 
pattern now, it’s not going to change when she gets married. 
| simply won't call her. Get rid of her. Chuck her! It’s the only 
solution. 

What -if she calls me? I'll have something ready to say. 
| work it out in my mind. I'll say, “| think you're a fine person, 
but | really don’t think we . | memorize several ways of 
saying it, but | don't get to use it—she doesn’t call 

| consider calling her to say it, but after | dial a few numbers, 
| hang up. Once | let it ring out but no one answers. 

A couple of times, | eat in the restaurant we've been going 
to. Sitting there, | consider what I'll do if she comes in: 
nod politely, don’t look at her date, make him invisible! If 


~she goes to the ladies’ room, stand outside the door as if 


I've come out of the men’s room, then say: “I'm sorry about 
the way it worked out. If you ever want to call and chat...” 
Shé doesn‘t.come to the restaurantyand | don’t have much 
appetite anyhow, so | quit going there. 

Today on Union Square, | see her walking with another 
man. He’s not bad-looking. She looks great. She has on a 
mauve plaid suit and the strand of ctiltured pearls | gave her. 
He’s talking; she‘s walking beside him, listening, saying 
something-from time to time without looking at him. | can’t 
tell if she’s enjoying herself. He looks happy. Who is he? 
Has she just met him? Will she let him? Has she already ? 
| follow them a block, ‘then turn back when they stop in 
front ofa window. Which window was it? Damn! | forgot 
to see. 

It’s nightfall: I'm driving around the block where she lives. 


Her light’s on. | can’t see anyone going in or coming out.~ 


| park and test the iron grille; it’s locked: My finger’s.on the 
button. It-didn't'take you long-'ll say to her. If he’s there and 
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and gets huffy, I'll clobber the son-of-a-bitch. 


aulteh mouth does ‘that thing it does when she says ‘Come’ 


"| think it's the “‘m” that makes her look like she’s going 
My kiss. 

There’s no one else in the living-room. ‘| presumed you d 
have someone here,” | say. The bedroom? Could he be in the: 
bedroom ? 2 

“Why 2" Her voice is quiet, soft. My tone doesn't seem 
to ruffle her. 


| can’t remember all the things I’d worked out to say. , 
Should have reviewed them coming up the steps but have- 


no memory of walking up. “Well, | 
Square with fellows.” 


see you around Union 


“Fellows ?” Her voice does sound like it's filtered through 


cloth; soft wool, or velvet maybe, but her questions don’t 
seem to have any answers. Fortunately, she answers herself. 
“If it was today, it was the fellow my roommate’s going to 
marry. He's here for three days.” 

“He looked more like a date than a roommate's fiancé.” My 
voice doesn’t sound the way | want it to; it was a stupid 
thing to say. 

“He is nice-looking.” She walks back into the room, and 
sits at the table by the window. There's an embroidery hoop 
on the table with a napkin caught in the stretched part. 
She picks up a needle threaded with coloured yarn and 
taps it on the table. |’m still standing in the doorway. ‘| 
fiaven't been having any dates,” she says softly. | can hardly 
hear her, because she’s looking at the needle. Then she 
ee at me, and says: “Don’t you think you'd better come 

n?” 

This time | don’t ask any questions. They don’t matter td 
me now. I'll just have to hope she'll change, or learn to live 
with it. If she lies, she lies. I'll try to forget about Sid and all 
the others. Sid? | wonder if that son-of-a-bitch took her 
out while she was mad at me? | wonder if. . .? She said she 
hadn't been dating. Well, she lied before. Goddammit! I’ve 
got to stop thinking like that! | want to believe. My faith’s. 
hungry, if | could find anything to feed it. I've got to swallow 
doubts, overcome them. 

It's two weeks later and | have a business lunch with Sid 
today. Here | am, same old restaurant, same gold chains in 
the doorway. |’m sure he’s heard by now that we got married. 

“Hello, Sid.” 

“How are you ?”, hé says when he sees me. 
lations ! | heard you two got married.” 

“Yes, wé sure did.” | wonder if | sound defensive ? a 

“Well, that’s great!” He stops and looks like he wants to 
say something else but can’t think what it should be. 

“| tried to hold out for a rich Junior Leaguer who doesn’t 
drink,” | say, trying to help him out, “but | found myself 
going with this one girl who was gentle and thoughtful.” 

“You mean you decided to marry a wife this time. 

“That's right.” 

“Well, she’s a-great girl.” There's a long silence. Neither of 
us-can think of anything to say, then he says in a troubled 
voice: “Maybe | shouldn't have told you about that one time 

. You know,-she never would give me another date after 
that. fe 

One time? She wasn't lying after all’! If she wasn't ‘ying 
about Sid, she wasn't lying about anything. It's a wedding 
present, an island’in the Caribbean for Chrissake!., .. : 

Sid seems embarrassed because | don’t answer. Isn't thata 
kick ? He’s embarrassed, not me. “It doesn’t matter,” “1 say 
finally. “If you hadn't told me, | wouldn't have understood,” 
He looks at me, puzzled. It's him who doesn‘t understand 
now. Why should he? He keeps looking at me like there's 
something else he should say. I'm trying not to laugh now, 
not to, laugh at him, not to laugh at me, at life. | should say 
something, something, to take him off the hook, something 
courtly. ~ : 

“book,” | say, “forget it... 
a very fine Meursault here.” 


“Congratus 


€ 


She did. | understand they have 
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